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Significant .. . not superficial ...a beautiful gold leaf certificate and a picture of St. Francis 
embracing the crucified Christ beautifully printed in four colors and enclosed in a 
gold stamped maroon double folder that has the soft-like feeling of kid leather 
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GRAYMOOR 
Purvatorial Society 
An ideal way in which to help your beloved dead is by enrolling them in the Gray- 
moor Purgatorial Society. The living may also be enrolled and participate in the 
spiritual benefits during life and after death. These benefits are: Remembrance in 


6,000 masses offered yearly for the Purgatorial members and a remembrance 
in 30,000 other masses, also in the prayers and the spiritual work of the Friars 


PURGATORIAL SOCIETY 
Franciscan Friars of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, New York Full payment $ 
Dear Father: Enclosed please find enrollment as I have indicated below: 


______. Partial payment $ 











— Single membership $5.00 sine Family membership—Living and Deceased—$25.00 
Send to_ Enrolled by_ a a 
Street Street___ SE 
City — ee City — Zone__ State a 
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Those with especially heavy bur 
dens have been comforted by modest, diminutive nun 
meditating on the example of be- established nearly 100 
loved Saint Rito. Her life story will schools, orphanages and 
warm the heart of every reader 


Beloved Mother Cabrini, the 


hospitols for the needy 


VIVIDLY RETOLD AND ILLUSTRATED 
IN GLORIOUS FULL COLORS! 


ERE in one big book 

are the inspiring lives 
of many beloved Saints, 
including very likely your 
Patron Saint, retold in vivi 
stories and illustrated with 
art masterpieces by the 
world’s great painters . . 





We sho 


tues of the § 


, m paints just g . 

Rembrandt, Raphael, Dore, soultate 4 ¢ hrist, ler te ee { 
ues the ; heir 
etc. der differ, = forth un 
These magnificent paintings dor of Jesus Ch, Sthesplen. 


worth thousands of dollars in 
the originals—are reproduced 
on Art Paper in all their radi- 
ant full colors! Each portrays a 
great Saint at some _ crucial 
moment in his life. They range 
all the way from St. Michael 
the Archangel to our most re- 
cently canonized Saint Pius X. 
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See Peter's miraculous escape! Ar 
rested and thrown into prison by King 
Herod, Peter is miraculously freed of his 
heavy chains by on angel of God and 
escapes to rejoin his fellow Apostles. 


Saints 











Join Father Isaac Jogues ond 
other brave Jesuit missionaries 
on their perilous journeys 
through the wilderness to spread 
Catholicism in the New World 


A BEAUTIFUL NEW BOOK FOR EVERY CATHOLIC HOME | 


TheLives 


Selected by Father Thomas Plassmann, O. F.M., 


Stik 


Editorial Supervision by Father Joseph Vann, O.F 


a living Part of Their Lives 


The very moment you open 
this book, you're swept into 
the glorious past. You join 
hands with our holy Saints and 
Martyrs, and share in their ex- 
periences. 

You explore the catacombs 
of Rome with St. Jerome, 
studying inscriptions on the 
tombs of early martyrs. 

You sail across choppy seas 
with St. Augustine and bring 
Christianity to pagan England. 


iron gates of a defiant king’s 
castle miraculously open as St. 
Columba makes the Sign of 
the Cross. 

You join eager throngs in 
Padua, listening to St. Anthony 
preach the love of God. 

You study actual testimony 
in trial of St. Joan of Are... 
later you move your lips in 
silent prayer as she is in- 
famously burned. 

You are there! Yes, you feel 
you are an eye-witness to many 
experiences of God's Saints. 





WH Francis C 
Archbishop of New York 








“LIVES OF SAINTS” with all $—95 
These Special Features for only Tommuere 


Send No Money—Pay $1 Monthly 


Imagine ...the Calendar of Saints and 
appendix showing all feasts celebrated on 
any day of the Church year... giving valu- 
able idueantion about our best known Saints. 

Imagine . . . nearly 600 pages of vivid 
stories with 48 full color art treasures and 
bound in genuine Artcraft which recreates 
a priceless rare 15th century binding 

Imagine . . . 24-Karat Gold page tops 
. .. the symbol of All Saints inlaid in gold 
on the cover, fascinating illustrations and 
descriptions of Symbols used to identify 
many Saints . . . Magnificent “church win- 
dow” end papers in full colors . . . an 
many other features. Mail FREE-Trial 
Coupon TODAY! 











Exclusive Geature! 
WRITINGS OF THE SAINTS 


Selected excerpts from writings and 
letters of many Saints—words of faith 
which have lived through the ages— 
are included in your book! Yes, the 
ices of our Saints may be silent to- 
y...but their living words carry 
on, to inspire us with courage and 
fortitude! 

“It’s indeed a magnificent volume. 
There are not enough superlatives to 
describe it. I know that it will remain 
a source of inspiration and love in our 
family for all the years to come.”’"—Mrs. 
D.G.N., New Mexico 

“Excerpts from the cifferent Saints’ 
writings are first hand inspiration. The 
whole book shows good taste.”—D.S., 
Conn. 





“It is just beautiful! The stories are 
deeply inspiring and moving. A mag- 
nificent book!”—M.K., Maple Heights, 

io. 


JOHN J. CRAWLEY & CO. Inc., 37 W. 47th St., New York 36, N. ¥. 
NOT SOLD THROUGH BOOK CLUBS OR CANVASSERS 



















See St. Michoel the Archangel 
bottle Satan and the wicked on- 
gels who revolted ogeinst God. 











See Saint Pius in marvelous full-color point- 
ing portraying miraculous cure of o nun 
after doctors had given up all hope for her, 




















With his eyes fixed on the crucifix, Scint 
Francis Xavier proys to God just before his 
decth on @ desolate island off the Chine 
coast. Famous for his great missionary work 
in the Orient, St. Francis converted thou 
sonds of heathens to the Christian faith, 
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A completed Burse of Five Thousand Dollars 
insures the education of a Graymoor Friar 
and enables him to reach his goal—the Altar 
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St. Christopher: = 4,132.00 SS. Peregrin and Dympn 
.L., N.¥., $15; Mrs. R.M.S., La., $2; A.L., Ill, $1; Mrs EN 
Mrs. G.H.Y¥., Pa., $1; J.R.H., Mass., Miss C., Mass., $1; Mr: 
} $1; JER. ‘NH, $51; Mrs. K.P.D., $1; Mrs. A.K., Wisc., 4 
+, $2; rs. J.B., Md., $5; Mrs. P.M., Y., 
J.B., Minn., $1; Mrs. Mass., $5; Mrs. N.O'M., * 
D.K., Canada, S.P., Canada, $2; Miss M.M 
Mrs. H., La $1; J 0 Mee. Bl; . 
; Mrs. T.W.G $1; Mrs. M.F., O., J 
} Pa., $4; Mrs. $5; Miss D.D 1 H 
: -» Mass $1; Mont., $5; E.S., Ill., $10; Mrs. JG. 
: I, N.Y., $35 oe 
4 V.J.. N.Y., 95 Sacred Shoulder: . an 9,996.95 
s. F.E.F., N.Y.. Mrs. J.DeL., N.J., $1. 
Infant * Prague: 2,224.95 
. 3,843.90 Miss . Y., $5; Mrs. C.A.W., 
. ° AS Le? $1; & Mrs. P.E.T., N.Y., $5; G.J 
} M P.D., Pa., $1; N.Y., oe $1; L.P.B., .M. 
Mrs. J.DeL., N.J., $i; Mrs, "HM., 
$2; Mrs. H.W.O., $1;'G. StD., Ciena. 
$10. 
: St. Jude: —neew- 9,001.85 
} Mrs. E.P., Mo., $1; F.P.C., Mass., $10; 
i Mrs. A.K-F., Vt., $1; Anon., $2; Mr. 
: &Mrs. P.P.,’ Minn., $2; B.C. O., $1: ’ 
N Mrs. R.F.M., Mass., $9; Mrs. E.K.O., St. Lawrence: — 
$2.50; J.R.H., Mass., $2; J.&A.A oO. L. of Lourdes: 
| N.H., $4; Mrs. J.C.S 4., $2; Anon St. Matthias 
$2; Miss H.W.H., Calif., $1; Mrs. F. a 
Mass., $1; Mrs. J.H., Pa., $1; Anon Sacred He: 
; $1; Miss M.A.G., N.Y., $5; C.C., Conn., Mrs. A.G., Me., $2.50; Mr. &Mrs 
: $1; E.C., Calif., $1; I.R., N.¥., $5; A.H., Minn., $2; Mrs J.C., a, ; JJ. oo 
Wisc., $5; Mrs, R.P.J., W.Va., $10; M.T., N.Y., $25; Mrs. TP., N.J., $5; Mrs. 
5 Pa., $5; Mrs. H.S., N.Y., $5; Mrs. R.T., W.H., La., $.50; Miss M.S., N.Y., $2. 
i N $1; rs. C.H., Ct., $1; Anon., St. Rita: 1,574.75 
$1 ‘ars A.R.G., O., $2; R.G., Mass Miss D.D., N.Y., $1; A.E.C., Ky., $5. 
i $2; Mass., $1; B.S., V 
Ill., $1; Mrs Cc 
| Canada. $1; 
| , $1; H.W., $1; 
. S.C., $10; Mrs. 
F.Z., N.J 1; G 
ver: 
Mrs B., lll., $1; F. 
P.B., » 
St. Pius $ 
Mrs. R.C.M., id., $1 
Ky., $10; Mrs. K.C., 
Conn., $2; A.S Ill., $1 
O., $10; Mrs. P.C., Iowa 
Pa $1; E.O'C., . 
M.B.S., Ct., $1; L.J.P., 
M.A.F N.Y $1; H.O’ 
Mrs. L.W ak., $ M 
Ariz., $5. 
St. Francis Xavier: 
E.C.S., Mass., $5; Mrs 
$5; R.S., Canada., $10. 
O.L. of the Atonement: 
Mrs E.P., lo., $1; 
mont $10; Mrs. K.R. 
Mass., $1; Thru 
$100 00; N B.C gon 
Ore., $1; Miss H.D 5; Mrs 
Fla., $3; Mrs. M.J Pp. ‘a $3; K.S 3.B., 
Fla., $1 
St. Joseph: 2,584.84 
M.C » Mass., $10; Mr.&Mrs. P.P., 
Minn., $3; Mrs. A.M.S., . $3; Anon., 
$1; H.M.G., Ill., $1; J.R.H., Mass., $1: 
Miss M.c., Mass., $5;_ Mrs J.B., Mich L. 
$5; B.G.B., R.I., $2; Mrs., P.B., Conn ‘ 
$1; Anon., $2.50 NY., $i; A.H ph... 
Wisc., $5; R.J.McC., Ill., $5 Miss Mr: $ 
B.C.B., N.J., $2; BS., Ct. $1 St. Rap! 1,154.66 
Mrs. S.L., La., $2; Mrs. L.C., N.Y., $5 Mr.&Mrs 
N.B.C., Calif :* 4 a M.J.D., Pa. Hope 1,122.05 
$4; Mrs. P Father 1,031.42 
Oo. L. of bcrasiont Weg 2,477.30 Mr: Pa., 
Mr.&Mrs. P.P., Minn., $5. 
O., $2.50; Mrs. R.A.G., Father Drumgoole: __ 1,000.55 
Calif., $5; Mrs. O.N., Li $6. 
Calif., $.25. st John Baptist: 906.85 
St. Margaret of Scotland: 2,463.85 Holy Spirit: 903.25 


SUPPORT A.GRAYMOOR BURSE 
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Blessed Martin DePorres: 
T.P., NJ $1; EP.F., 
DS., La, $1; M ~ M., 
Miss I.L., Ind., $2; 

Mrs. S.U., Calif., si! 
$1; J.N., 

Immaculate Conception: 

- _N.Y., $1; 
Minn $2; G.D.," Mass 
Va., $12.50 

St. Patrick: 

C.O'N., Ill., $2; J. Family, Pa., $1. 

Brother Jude, 8.A.: 757.20 

J.A.L.E., Del., $10 
M.F.McC., Wisc » $5 721.25 
rament: 1.08 
c 664.55 
Mrs. J.T.N., Mich., $25. 

Father Baker: 656.35 
Holy Souls: 624.60 
Mr.&Mrs. Minn., $2; Mrs 

A.M.R., Ill., P55: *M A., N.Y., 

Brother Barnabas, S.A.: 

Precious . 

Our Sorrowful Mother : a 

Mrs. J.DeL., N.J., $1: Mrs. G.G., N.Y., 
$5; A.E.C., Ky., $5. 

St. Frances sone = - 485.70 
r.&Mr P.P., Minn., $2; M.F.McC., 
Wisc., $5 Mrs P.B.. N.Y 

All Saints: 

Mrs B., La Vv 
Mrs P., Minn i M 
$5; s. K., N.Y., $3; Mrs. H 

oO. L. of Fatima: a 
Mr.&Mrs. P.P., Minn 

H., 

Brother Philip T x 
. of Prompt 3. 

Mother Lurana S.A.: 372.65 
rs Pa $5; Mrs B.E.N., 

W.Va., $1. 

St. Eugene: 

St. maar epeet Si 
Mrs $5 

Holy Fam 315. 

ae 4 Res Wounds: 308.10 

» $1; Mrs. J.DeL., 
N. 7. si, 

St. John the Apostle: 290. 
St. Gerard Majella: 222.93 
Mrs. E.D., Mass., $1; R.L.B., 
Mich., $2; Anon., $2; hese a. H., Pa 

$1; L.Q., Il., $1. 

St. Bridget of Ireland: 211.20 

St. Mary Magdaline: 73. 

O. L. of Rosary: 143.25 
r.&Mrs P P., Minn., $2 

Sacred He: 136.45 

Most Holy Trinity 122.20 

Brother Anthon: A.: 120.60 

Brother Andre C.3 119.20 

Pope Pius XI: 104.60 

8s Adam and Eve: 100.0) 

St. 75.7 

St. 67.70 

St. 65.60 

St. i: 60.55 

Anon., $2; E.A.H., 
M , $10. 

Venerable C. atherine Tekawitha: 59.75 

O. L. of Victory 51.00 

St. Philomena: LP.D., ee $10 38.00 

St. George: Mrs. D.L., Cal $2 32.00 

St. Maria Goretti: M.M., ee. $2 21.00 

Father Flanagan 20.00 

St. : 10.00 
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THE LAMP is published monthly by The Francis- 
=. Friars of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, 

ork, @ printed at the Graymoor Press, 
102" Ringgold Street, Peekskill, New York. 


EXECUTIVE snd Behera Otten. 102 Ringgold 
Street, Peekskil New Editor, Very Rev 
Samuel Canines, S. ®y 
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sessions, Canada and Philippine Islands, one year 
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Address all subscriptions and correspondence to: 
The Lamp, 102 Ringgold Street, Peekskill, New York. 


CHANGE OF ADDRESS must reach us five weeks 
in advance of the next issue date. Be sure to give 
both the old and new addresses and zone number 


SOLICITORS of this magazine are allowed to 
accept money only intended for subscriptions to 

2 .. All donations or Mass intentions 
mailed directly to the Franciscan Friars 
of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, New York. 
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Unsolicited Manuscripts, unless accompanied by self- 
addressed stamped envelopes, will not be returned. 








Lhe Lamp 


A CATHOLIC MAGAZINE DEVOTED TO CHRISTIAN UNITY 


THIS MONTH 


General Chapter 

A General Chapter of the Friars 
of the Atonement is held every six 
Pentecost. Certain  of- 
ficials of the Society and delegates 
from the various houses assemble to 
elect the Father General and the 
other members of the Definitorium, 
or Council. 

This year our General Chapter 
will open on May 24 in Washington. 
May we ask you to say a few 
prayers that the Holy Ghost will 
inspire the Fathers attending to 
make a good choice in the election 
of officials and wise decisions in the 
settling of problems? 

Since it has been through your 
generosity that we have been able 
to accomplish so much during the 
past six years, we thought you would 
be interested in the report we have 
published this month under the 
title, In Retrospect. 

Publication schedules make it im- 
possible for us to give you a report 
of the Chapter in the July issue. 
(THe Lamp goes to press six weeks 
ahead of the publication date.) But 
we'll have a complete report of what 
transpired in August. 

ie oe og 
St. Anthony Novena 

In 1912 when the Graymoor com- 
munity was still very small and had 
no means of support, Our Founder, 
Fr. Paul, placed the burden of pro- 
viding food squarely in the hands of 
St. Anthony of Padua. He wrote at 
that time, “We have commended 
to our big Franciscan Brother in a 
special manner the Bread Problem 
at the Friary and we doubt not 
that St. Anthony will do for us all 
and more than we ask.” 

From that time to the present we 
have conducted a perpetual novena 
in honor of St. Anthony every eve- 
ning at Night Prayers and during 
the past 40 years literally millions 
of petitions have been sent in to us. 
St. Anthony has always lent a sym- 
pathetic ear to our prayers. 

This year, as in years past, we 
are conducting a special Solemn 
Novena in preparation for his feast 


years at 











OUR COVER: The Baptism of Christ. 
By Carl Bloch 





day on June 13th. This novena will 
begin on June 4th. If you would 
like to take part in it just send us 
your petitions. 
2 6 -~@ 
Speeding 

Well, 1954 was the first year since 
1949 to see a decrease in the death 
toll in automobile accidents. Traffic 
deaths totalled 35,000 last year as 
against 38,500 in 1953. The injury 
count reached 1,960,000 compared 
with 2,140,000 during the previous 
year. 

Excessive speed was the most 
dangerous driving mistake in 1954, 
killing 12,380 persons. 

Speed limits and traffic regula- 
tions were set up as a proper guide 
for the handling of traffic and need 
the cooperation of all drivers. Take 
it easy and remember that you have 
a responsibility whenever you slip 
behind a wheel. 

7 7 7 7 
Correspondence Publication 

Many people write in to tell us 
how their prayers to the Blessed 
Mother, St. Anthony, or any num- 
ber of other saints have been an- 
swered. In order to spread devo- 
tion they request that we publish 
the letters. Sometimes they have 
promised that the letter will be 
published if a favorable answer to 
their prayers is given. 

We print as many of these letters 
as we can, but space is strictly 
limited and it is impossible for us to 
print all of the letters sent in for 
publication. 

So if you you don’t see your letter 
for quite some time, or if we 
can’t find space to publish it, don’t 
get upset. You have fulfilled your 


promise of publication just as soon 
as you write the letter and drop it 
in the mail box. 








Every Tuesday 
A NEW 


St. Anthony 
NOVENA 


uF) 


Finder of things lost 
Worker of miracles 
Helper in necessities 


Ever since his canonization St. 
Anthony has been a favorite 
saint of millions. His interest 
in man and his prompt help 
have made him loved by all. 


Every day we receive many 
petitions to be included in our 
perpetual novena. Many 
letters of thanksgiving for 
favors are received every day. 


Why not invoke 
SAINT ANTHONY 
in your need 
A NEW NOVENA BEGINS EVERY TUESDAY 
FRANCISCAN FRIARS 
OF THE ATONEMENT 
GRAYMOOR, GARRISON, NEW YORK 









Correspondence 





Public Thanks 
Dear Father: 

Enclosed please find check for $3.00 
as a thanksgiving offering in honor of 
the Sacred Heart, Our Mother of Per- 
petual Help, St. Anthony and St. Anne 
for favors received, 

I promised publication if I received 
an answer to my petitions, and I would 
very much appreciate it if you would 
have same published in Tue Lamp. 
I wish to publicly thank the Sacred 
Heart, Our Mother of Perpetual Help, 
St. Anthony and St. Anne for granting 
my requests among which was a cure 
I had been praying for for some time. 

(Signed) A Child of Mary 


Baby’s Recovery 
Dear Father: 

Enclosed is $3.00 in thanksgiving to 
good St. Anthony for a favor granted. 
This is the favor: I was and am still 
working for a Jewish woman. God sent 
her a son. The baby had a liver disease 
which the doctors said was a very rare 
case. 

Before she went to the hospital to 
have the baby, this Jewish woman and 
I would often talk and I would always 
love to bring good St. Anthony into 
the conversation—I don’t care whether 
I'm laughed at or not—I’m Irish born. 

When the baby was very sick and in 
the hospital the mother asked me _ to 
say a prayer to St. Anthony for the baby. 
I said I sure would and I started that 
night when I went home. The next time 
I went there I was told that the baby 
was getting on a little better and I was 
happy to know St. Anthony was an- 
swering my prayers. I promised St. An- 
thony I would write you and ask you to 
publish this letter in THe Lamp. The 
babe is home and doing fine, thanks to 
God and good St. Anthony. 

Mrs. Peter Lynch 
W. Longbranch, N.J. 


Sick Grandson 
Dear Father: 

Enclosed is a donation of One Dol- 
lar which I promised St. Anthony for a 
favor received. I also promised to have 
it published in THe Lamp. My grand- 
son was quite sick and I promised St 
Anthony that if he got better I would 
have it published. I also made a novena 
for him. 


Mrs. Q. Arena 


Insurance 
Dear Father: 

I have been very ill and have had two 
operations within eight days. My Insur- 
ance Company sent me a telegram on 
the day of my discharge that they re- 
fused to pay my bills. I promised St. 
Anthony if I could get them to recon- 
sider and at least pay for one operation 


4-@Che Lamp - Hat att May BE ONE 





I would give my consent to have this 
letter published in THe Lamp and also 
send a Five Dollar donation. 

Thanks to him I received two checks 
in the mail yesterday, far more than 
I expected. 

Please remember me in your prayers 
as I am still very ill with stomach trouble. 
If I recuperate from the operations and 
stomach ailment I promise another do- 
nation and publication. M. F. 


Rosaries and Candy Bars 
Dear Father: 


About a month ago I was at Cape 
Cod and during my stay I lost my 
Crown Rosaries. These beads were es- 


because I had re- 
ceived them at my reception into the 
Third Order of Saint Francis. I looked 
high and low for a long time but could 
not find them. Just before I left for 
home I promised St. Anthony that if he 
found my Crown for me I would give a 
donation to the Graymoor Friars and 
make a public thanksgiving. As soon as 
I got home I found the beads in my 
suitcase. It has taken me a month to 
get Two Dollars together as I am only 
15 and working my way through school. 
This Two Dollars represents a lot of 
ice cream cones, candy bars, sodas etc. 
I hope St. Anthony will accept my little 
offering. 
John Milan, Dorchester, Mass. 


pecially important 


Salesman 
Dear Father: 

Inclosed you will find a Dollar Bill 
for Saint Anthony. My regular monthly 
check got lost in the mail and I promised 
St. Anthony I would publish it if he 
helped me get it soon. Well, next day 
the mailman brought it. Saint Anthony 
has always helped me in different ways 
and I am glad to find a magazine which 
honors him. 

It sure is funny how I found this 
magazine. I had never before heard of 
it until a salesman came to my house 
selling magazine subscriptions to furnish 
his education and I signed for this 
magazine just to help him, because as 

(Continued on page 6) 
|G puRN-A VIGIL LIGHT | 
in honor of 


st. Ann 


Happy Marriage 


See complete details on page 32 
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THE CHURCH, THE STATE AND ARGENTINA 


HE Church-State dispute still continues in 
Argentina, with Peron now advocating the dis- 
establishment of the Catholic Church and the 
separation of Church and State. Recently the 
Bishops issued a pastoral letter on this matter. 

The authority of both Church and State come 
from God. Our Lord Himself taught this in the 
words, “Render to Caesar the things that are Cae- 
sar’s, and to God the things that are God’s.” In the 
same sentence He pointed out that some things are 
Caesar’s business, or the business of the State, while 
other things are God’s business, or the business of 
the Church. The Church and the State possess 
authority derived from God only in their own fields. 

The State was established by God and derives its 
authority from Him to protect and insure the tem- 
poral welfare of its citizens. It is purely the business 
of the State to build roads, to raise an army and a 
navy, to render justice, and to promote the public 
good by proper legislation. In none of these matters 
has the Church the right of direct interference. 

The Church was established by God and derives 
its authority from Him to insure and promote the 
spiritual welfare of her members. It is purely the 
business of the Church to preach the Gospel, to 
administer the sacraments, to celebrate divine wor- 
ship, and to render the final judgment on the moral- 
ity of human acts. In none of these matters has the 
State the right to interfere. 


\ A ANY of the functions of the Church and State are 
M entirely separate and distinct, but there are 
many others which pertain to both. For instance 
marriage is a sacrament, and therefore pertains to 
the Church; but it is also a social contract with legal 
consequences, and therefore pertains also to the 
State. Consequently the State has a right to insist 
that a license be obtained before the ceremony is 
performed. Again, it is the duty of the State to pro- 
vide for the education of its citizens and so the State 
has the right to set just and reasonable educational 
norms. But since education can either foster or 
impede, or even destroy the spiritual life of children, 
the Church has not only the right but the duty of 


examining, judging, and, if need be, correcting the 
kind of education given. 

Pope Leo XIII in his magnificent Encyclical 
Immortale Dei, sums up the Catholic doctrine on 
Church and State relations as follows; “The Al- 
mighty, therefore, has appointed the charge of the 
human race between two powers, the ecclesiastical 
and the civil, the one being set over divine, the other 
over human things. Each in its kind is supreme, each 
has fixed limits within which it is contained, limits 
which are defined by the nature and special object of 
the province of each, so that there is, we may say, an 
orbit traced out within which the action of each is 
brought into play by its own native right.” 


1TH this doctrine in mind the Argentine Bishops 
Wissuea a Pastoral Letter which was read in all of 
the churches. In it they said that there are three 
kinds of Church-State; a separation of powers, eco- 
nomic separation and moral separation. The separa- 
tion of power mentioned is inherent in the Catholic 
doctrine that spiritual things belong to the Church, 
temporal things to the State. Economic separation, 
which we follow in the United States, is the system 
by which the Church is supported by the direct con- 
tributions of the faithful rather than by a govern- 
ment subsidy. 

Moral separation means the complete absence of 
cooperation between Church and State. “Catholics,” 
say the Bishops, “cannot in conscience admit the 
moral separation of Church and State. Catholics pro- 
claim the need for both their sovereigns (Church 
and State) to be morally united; for them to mutually 
support each other without abandoning their own 
spheres; for a friendly solution of conflicts which 
may arise in mixed matters in which it is difficult or 
impossible to strictly separate the spiritual and the 
temporal spheres; for the Church to illumine and 
direct the conscience of Catholics, thus strengthen- 
ing the basis of morality and justice; for the State on 
its part, with the strength and powerful resources 
that it holds, to insure security and tranquillity for 
the Church in the execution of its high and bene- 
ficial ministry.” Tt 
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We commend to the prayers of our 


readers the souls of the faithful 


departed, and particularly the de- 


subscribers and their near 
deaths 


month, Thirty 


ceased 


relatives whose have been 
reported to us last 


Masses will be said for them. 


Adelaide E. Laufenberg, Peter 
Aquillard, Philias Bousquet, 
Donat Bousquet, Addison Guy, 
Michael Kerin, Mary La Russo, 
Inex Haliday, Joseph B. Franc- 
zak, Mrs. Veronica Mizerak, 
Mr. Andrew Mizerak, Mrs. 
Margaret Thayer, Sister Marie 
Stanislaus, Mr. Edward Cipol- 
lini, Sr., Margaret Lomax, Joe 
Lomax, Samuel Lomax, Mrs. E. 
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A. Guinan, Lawrence Guinan, 
Alfred Turgeon, Leo Fischer, 
Barbara Wabak, Martin H. 
Loftus, James O’Brien, James 
Molite, C. McGlone, Mrs. M. 
Pelletier, Archie Mahaney, Mrs. 
Alice Duval, T. F. Tyndall, 
Marie Funk, Barbara Wabal, 
Timothy Joseph Fitzgerald, 
Mary Leitgen, Patrick Daly, 
Michael O’Donohue, Anna Ely, 
Blaise Ely, Father David 
O’Donovan, James O'Reilly, 
Catherine O'Reilly, Margaret 
V. McHugh, William Culliton, 
James Delaney, Mrs. Susie 
Reichert, Charles A. Eppler, 
Rita McAuliffe, Fred Dinkler, 
Rose Kollar, Arthur Robert 
Benton, Alphonsus A. Bachler, 
Mr. J. Baker, Mrs. R. J. Sulser, 
Mr. James McKeon, Mrs. Mary 
Ellen Donald McKeon, Miss 
Lyda McKeon, Miss Camille 
McKeon, Mr. Walter McKeon, 
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John J. Burgess, Charles B. 
\ Hill, Mrs. Maurice Beeler, 
Catherine Gossling, Mrs. Kier- 


4 nan, Eileen Dillon, William 
Hyland, Mary Newell, Arthur 


' Leonard. 
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long as I was going to get a subscrip- 
tion I had to, have a Catholic magazine 
and so I picked out THe Lamp. Now I 
am glad I did because your magazine is 


really very interesting. Hoping more 
people read it, I remain 

Mrs. M. Fletcher 
Kudo 
Dear Father: 


When I was in Boston last week visit- 
ing my brother, I found a copy of your 
magazine THe Lamp and was very 
impressed with it. I thought Jubilee was 
the tops in modern Catholic journalism, 
but have found another favorite in your 
Lamp. I was very interested in the cur- 
rent issue with the article on Pope Pius 
X and I wonder if you would be kind 
enough to forward this issue to me. I 
have many friends here who I am sure 
I can sell the subscribing to 
your very fine magazine. 

F.R.M., Washington, 


idea _ of 
D.C. 


Babies and Earrings 
Dear Father: 

Twenty-four years ago I promised The 
Sacred Heart and St. Anthony to pub- 
lish my thanks for a safe delivery. I 
also promised to name the baby Anthony 
if it was a boy. My sincere thanks to 
The Sacred Heart and St. Anthony. My 
Anthony now has three little girls of his 
own. 

A few weeks ago I lost one of my 
earrings. As they were a part of a set 
and also a gift from my daughter I hated 
to lose it. Again I promised St. Anthony 
I would send him a dollar if he would 
find it for me. Well I called all the 
places I had been that morning and the 
answer was “no.” As I had to go back 
to town I decided to put an ad in the 
paper. Well I parked in the same park- 
ing lot and looked where we had parked 
that morning. There lay my earring 
turned on its side the gold shining in 
the sun. So here is $2.00 instead of one, 
the extra for the ad I was going to put 
in the paper. 

I could go on and on about St. An- 
thony. The many things he has done for 
me. Of all the things I’ve asked him 
for he has never refused me. Sometimes 
I wonder why God is so good to me 
and my family. Maybe now I have more 
to be thankful for—three sons and five 
daughters and a fine husband too. 

All my thanks to St. Anthony and the 
Sacred Heart and the Blessed Mother 
for favors granted. 


Joan M. Holden 


Sale of Property 
Dear Father: 

Enclosed is an offering of $5.00 which 
I promised in thanksgiving and publica- 
tion in THe Lamp for the sale of prop- 
erty. 

While the property has not yet been 
sold, I am so confident good St. An- 
thony will find a buyer. I am sending 
the offering along as it happens to be 
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a winning I received today and could 
think of no better way to spend it than 
send it to you. 

I have prayed to good St. Anthony 
and The Infant of Prague for this favor 
and while many, many requests have 
been granted, and even financial help 
in lieu of the sale, I feel sure it will 
be, and possibly the publication may 
have an effect on others in plac ing their 
confidence in St. Anthony. 


Miss L. A. Burke, Elizabeth, N.J. 


Successful Operation 
Dear Father 
I made a promise that I would send 
a little donation to the Fathers in honor 
of Our Blessed Mother for the favor of 
the successful operation which I had re- 
cently, Also to make her more known 
and to have it published in your Lamp 
magazine which we like very 
It is a fine magazine. God 
all in your good works. 
Mrs. Paul Smilanich 
Penrose, Colorado 


muc h. 


bless you 


Law Suit 
Dear Father: 

About two years ago, a woman fell 
on our sidewalk during some repair work, 
and injured her arm. Results: a law suit, 
so I promised publication in THe Lamp 
if it wouldn’t go to trial, and it didn’t. 
A settlement was made outside of court. 
Our Blessed Mother has again heard our 
prayers. 

We owe her all our good health and 
living for she has heard our prayers 
many, many times. 


Mrs. Andrews 


Suitable Tenants 
Dear Father: 

Enclosed please find a small donation 
in thanksgiving to St. Anthony. I prayed 
to him for suitable tenants and my 
prayers were answered, 

Please publish this letter if you can. 


M. B. T., Milwaukee, Wisc. 


Thanksgiving 
Dear Father: 

Please publish my thanks to St. An- 
thony and the Little Flower. 

I had been bothered by a lump in 
my neck for about a month. I went to 
a doctor who sent me for a series of 
X-rays. A week later the lump had 
disappeared and tests were all nega- 


tive, thanks to St. Anthony and _ St. 
Therese. 
The enclosed $2.00 is for St. An- 


thony’s Bread. 
Mrs. J. H., Willow Grove, Pa. 
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APOSTLES ...Did Our Lord have 
any special reason for choosing twelve 
as the number of Apostles? 

There is no special reason stated in 
the Gospels. Possibly Our Lord might 
have felt the number 
gruous 
Israel. 


12 to be con- 


because of the 12 tribes of 


7 7 f 7 


JUDAS ...God knew from all eter- 
nity that Judas was going to betray 
Christ. In fact, it was part of the 
plan of redemption. How else could 
Christ have been crucified for us? 
Therefore, Judas had to betray Jesus. 
Why then should he be condemned 
for doing what he had to do? 


God gives every man free will— 
the ability to choose between differ- 
ent courses of action, some _ indif- 
ferent, some good, some bad. God 
gave this same gift to Judas. At the 
time he was chosen Apostle he could 
have rejected the honor and turned 
away from The Lord. He freely chose 
to follow Christ. At the Last Supper 
when Christ warned him, he could 
have changed his mind. He freely 
chose to betray Christ. On the way 
to the meeting with the priests to 
make the arrangements he could have 
turned back. After the bargain was 
made he could have returned the 30 
pieces of silver and called it off. He 
freely chose to lead the mob—he 
freely chose to betray Christ with a 
kiss. Judas was free to choose in 
every one of these incidents. In each 
case he freely chose to do what he 
wanted to do. 

God knows all things, past, present 
and future. God knew the choices 
Judas was going to make freely. In 
other words, Judas didn’t betray 
Christ because God knew it—God 
knew it because Judas was going to 
do it. 

What about God's plan then? First 
of all it is not true to say that no 
one else would have betrayed Christ— 
there were probably hundreds of the 
enemies of Christ who could have 
betrayed Him in the same way as 
Judas. Maybe Our Lord would not 
have been taken in the Garden of 
Gethsemane, but He could easily 
have been taken somewhere else. Re- 
member Christ escaped from the 
enemies several times when they tried 
to capture Him. He allowed Himself 
to be taken in Gethsemane not be- 
cause a particular traitor showed up 
but because His time had come. 


Li 





oh 


With God there is no time—no 
past—no future. Everything is pres- 
ent. It is hard for us to picture this 
kind of a state because we are born 
in time and live in time. And so we 
tend to think of God in terms we 
understand. Using those terms, we 
might say that God first knew what 
Judas was going to do, and using that 
knowledge, made His plan. 

7 7 7 7 
PRIVILEGED FERIA...In the mis- 
sal it said that today was a “privileged 
feria.” What does this mean? 


A feria in ancient Rome was a day 
kept as a holiday. Now the word is 
a liturgical designation for weekdays 
on which no ecclesiastical feast is 
celebrated; also for all weekdays di- 
vided according to rank, into privi- 
leged (Ash Wednesday, days of Holy 
Week, days within the octave of 
Easter and Pentecost), which exclude 
commemoration of all feasts; major 
(days of Advent and Lent, ember- 
days, Rogation Monday), which must 
at least be commemorated in the 
Mass and Office of the day; and 
minor. From feria, the term fair, or 
fair day, is derived. 

7 A y 7 
BANNER... Why does the priest put 
a Holy Eucharist banner in front of 
the monstrance when he gives a talk 
during the Holy Hour? 


Out of respect for the Blessed Sac- 
rament. It would not be proper or 
polite for him to turn his back to the 
Blessed Sacrament exposed. 

7 7 7 7 
HELL ...Do some souls in hell suf- 
fer more than others? 


Yes—the sufferings in hell differ in 
intensity according to the sinfulness 
of the person condemned there. Just 
one unrepented mortal sin will be 
punished by an eternity of hell. Some 
people commit only a few mortal 
sins—others lead lives of terrible wick- 
edness. Some mortal sins are worse 
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than others—for instance, deliberately 
to miss Mass on Sunday is a mortal 
sin which will condemn a person to 
an eternity in hell—but it is not as 
bad as murder or defiling the Blessed 
Sacrament. The intensity of the eter- 
nal punishment of hell differs in ac- 
cordance with the kind of sins and the 
number of sins committed by the per- 
son while he was on earth. 

y 7 7 7 
EXCOMMUNICATION ...Could a 
priest say Mass in the presence of an 
excommunicated Catholic? 

There are two classes of excom- 
municated persons, the vitandi (must 
be avoided) and the tolerati (may be 
tolerated.) The tolerati may assist at 
Mass; the vitandi must be ejected; 
otherwise the service must be stopped. 

2 es o 
Suicide ...Do you think that people 
who commit suicide have a chance to 
be saved? 

One loses his soul by dying unre- 
pentant in the state of mortal sin. In 
order to commit a mortal sin a 
person must fulfill three conditions. 
The matter must be grave, the per- 
son must have sufficient reflection, 
and he must give full consent of the 
will. 

Certainly to take one’s own life is 
a grave matter but, not infrequently, 
people are driven to suicide by a set 
of circumstances that unbalances 
their minds so that they do not have 
sufficient reflection to know what 
they are doing. 

In such a case, the person would 
be saved if there were no other unre- 
pented mortal sins on his soul. 

7 7 7 7 
PURGATORY A non-Catholic 
friend of mine says that it is foolish 
to pray for the dead because there 
is no purgatory. He says that purga- 
tory is not mentioned at all in the 
Bible. What can I tell him? 


First of all you can ask him the 
question “what happens to people who 
die not good enough for Heaven and 
not bad enough for Hell?” 

If he says that they are all taken 
care of through the Mercy of God 
ask him to explain the text in which 
our Lord speaks of the forgiveness of 
sin in “the world to come,” Matthew 
XII:32, or how he explains the text 
of Saint Paul speaking of slight sins 
to be burned away and “the soul 
saved so as by fire” (1Cor. III:11-15). 
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Bishop John England of Charlestown 


delivered an address in Congress in answer 


to John Quincy Adams’ vicious attack on the Church’ 


T was Sunday, January 8, 1826 in Washington 

D.C. Throngs of people crowded into the 

auditorium of the United States Congress to 

hear the famous clergyman. The President of 
the country, John Quincy Adams, was present, with 
many members of his cabinet and most of the sena- 
tors and congressmen. A hush fell upon the audience 
as the tall, striking figure in the robes of a Catholic 
prelate came into the hall. He walked to the rostrum, 
paused a moment, looked at the crowd, and began 
one of the most famous talks given by a Catholic 
before such an assembly. 

The Most Reverend John England, Bishop of 
Charlestown, South Carolina, was speaking before 
the Congress of the United States, their friends and 
guests. History was made that day—it was the first 
time that a Catholic bishop ever spoke to such an 
audience. Fr. Gabriel Richard, serving as representa- 
tive from Michigan, had spoken in Congress in 1823, 
but this occasion with Bishop England was the first 
time that a member of the hierarchy had done so. 


HEN the zealous bishop came to Washington for 

Christmas, 1825, several friends in Congress 
asked him to stay longer than he planned so that he 
might speak on this occasion. He gladly assented. It 
was an honor to give an address in Congress and he 
could present the teachings of the Church to people 
who had never seen a bishop before and who be- 
lieved many false reports about all Catholics, both 
cleric and lay. Washington was then a small city of 
40,000 people in a nation of 17,000,000 with 31 states 
in the union. 

But the circumstances under which Bishop 
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England spoke were rather delicate. For just five 
years before on July 4, 1821, the President, John 
Quincy Adams, then serving as Secretary of State, 
had attacked the Church. He had pointed to the 
American democracy as being in sharp contrast with 
what he called “that pretentious system of despotism 
and of superstitions which in the name of the meek 
and humble Jesus, have been spread over the Chris- 
tian world.” 


ut the bishop took the challenge. He had met 

the President in the autumn of 1821 on his return 
to Charlestown after a tour of the eastern seaboard. 
Presumably there was no mention of the “Church 
and State” talk of the previous July. But now in 1826 
before Congress the Bishop answered the charges 
that the President and so many other political figures 
made—that no Catholic could be a good citizen and 
that no free government could exist among members 
of the Catholic faith. 

He began his address by appealing to what we 
might call “The American sense of fair play.” He 
paid tribute to the hospitality of the people in so 
many places where he had visited: “...my kindest 
friends, my most intimate acquaintances, they whom 
I do and ought to esteem and respect, are at variance 
with my creed; yet it does not and shall not destroy 
our affections. In me it would be ingratitude; for I 
must avow that I do it most willingly, that in my 
journeys through your states I have been frequently 
humbled and abashed at the kindness with which I 
have been treated.” 

He continued the appeal to their indulgence by 
praising them for their acceptance of him even when 


BY TITUS CRANNY, S.A. 


they believed many erroneous tales about the clergy 
and bishops. “I came among you a stranger, and | 
went through your land with many and most serious 
and unfortunate mistakes, for which you were not 
blamable, operating to my disadvantage. If a Roman 
Catholic bishop were, in truth, what he is even now 
generally supposed to be in various parts of this 
Union, he should not be permitted to reside among 
you; yet I was received into your homes, enrolled 
in your families, and profited by your kindness. 1] 
have frequently put the question to myself whether, 
if I had similar impressions regarding you, I could 
have acted with like kindness; and I must own, I 
frequently doubted that I would.” 


HERE was no fear in his manner, no wavering in 

his voice, no compromise in his words. He was 
defending the Church and his office as a bishop. 
He showed the dependence of Catholic teaching 
upon the revealed word of God, sacred scripture; 
that the Church is necessary as a tribunal to protect 
and to ensure the true teaching of God’s word. The 
prelate further pointed out that a divine mystery is 
no obstacle to faith, and that, in fact, there are many 
mysteries of nature beyond his reason that man 
neither denies nor opposes. 

“It is true you labored under serious mistakes as 
to what was my religion,” he went on, “and what 
were my duties and obligations. But you were not 
yourselves the authors of those mistakes; nor had 
you within your reach the means of correcting them. 
I feel grateful to my friends who have afforded me 
this opportunity of perhaps aiding to do away with 
those impressions; and it must gratify those who, 








loving their country, behold us spread through it, to 
be assured that we are not those vile beings that 
have been painted to their imaginations, and which 
ought not to be allowed existence in any civilized 
country.” 


HEN he employed a device often used in contro- 
y pnts If the Church were what you think it is, 
I should not be a Catholic myself. Bishop England 
stated: “If the Roman Catholic Church were, in her 
doctrines and practices what (my friends in this 
country) have been taught she is, | would not be a 
Roman Catholic.” 

Bishop England was well chosen for this assign- 
ment. He was perhaps the most noted member of 
the American hierarchy, though at the time he spoke 
he was still an Irish immigrant (citizenship papers 
came Feb. 6, four weeks later) and the bishop of a 
vast and impoverished diocese. When to took over 
his see in 1820 he had only two priests and three 
churches—and this in an area of three states: North 
Carolina, South Carolina, and Georgia. When he 
died he had only twenty priests to help him in this 
tremendous apostolate. Little wonder that the upper 
bracket of Charlestown society looked upon the Cath- 
clic Church as a foreign element of no consequence. 


ut the bishop was a man of burning zeal. He 

founded the first Catholic weekly in the United 
States which he called, The United States Catholic 
Miscellany. Twice it faltered, but twice it came back. 
It was always a hardship to meet the printer's bills. 
He began a classical college and seminary in Charles- 
town, teaching many of the (Cont. on page 10) 
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CHRISTIAN UNITY 


LITERATURE 
... and Our Lady 


During the month of May we 
suggest a greater devotion to the 
Mother of God for the cause of 
Christian Unity. Since the early 
ages of the Church Our Lady has 
been known as “the Destroyer of 
all heresies throughout the 
world.” St. Pius X declared that 
“there is no surer or easier way 
of uniting men with Christ than 
Mary.” 

At Graymoor we honor Mary 
as Our Lady of the Atonement 
and patroness in the work of 
Christian Unity. We encourage 
our readers to join the Rosary 
League of Our Lady by writing 
to St. Francis Convent, Graymoor, 
Garrison, N. Y. 


We Recommend the following: 


A New Title for Mary 
Titus Cranny, S.A. 
15¢ ea. 7 for $1.00 





Our Lady and Israel 
Victor Donovan, C.P. 
5¢ ea. 24 for $1.00 


Images of Our Lady 
of the Atonement 
5x 8 colored picture 10¢ ea. 
Laminated pictures: 
Beautiful work in wood. 
Small size 3 x 4 in. $1.50 
Large size 6x 8 in. $3.00 
Oxidized medals 10¢ ea. 





Splendid Booklets on Unity: 
World-Trend Toward Unity 
Problems of Reunion in England 
Anglicanism and Elizabeth | 


The English Pre-Reformation 
Church 


15¢ ea. 7 for $1.00 





Pocket-Size Booklets: 
Strayed Catholics 


Catholic Unity for 
American Christians 
The Mystery of Israel 


5¢ ea. 25 for $1.00 











Send for FREE Literature List 


CHAIR OF UNITY OFFICE 


Graymoor, Garrison, New York 
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THE BISHOP SPEAKS TO 
CONGRESS 
(From page 9) classes himself, until 
prejudice and bigotry forced the little 
school to close. His little cathedral of 
St. Finbar (he was consecrated in St. 
Finbar’s Cathedral in Cork) held only 
sixty persons. His clothes were thread- 
bare and often his shoes had no soles. 

But Bishop John was not a stranger 
to bigotry and hard work. As a young 
curate in Ireland he was appointed to 
the town of Brandon whose bigotry 
was typified by the inscription on its 
gates: “Turk, Jew, or atheist may enter 
here, but no Papist.” When conse- 
crated bishop in Ireland at the age of 
thirty-four, he refused to take the oath 
of allegiance to the Government, then 
obligatory for members of the hier- 
archy, saying that he would become a 
citizen of his new country. 

As a priest he had worked for Cath- 
olic Emancipation and was the great- 


est influence for the cause next to 
Daniel O'Connell. 
This was the bishop that was 


speaking before Congress. He con- 
cluded his talk of two hours as with 
a sermon, by making the sign of the 
Cross. Then he left the rostrum and 
went over and spoke briefly to the 
President. 

He would have been less than 
human not to have felt the impact of 
such an event. The people before him 
were probably more curious than sym- 
pathetic, but the bishop was not in- 
timidated. He was called by his 
enemies the Grand Inquisitor of the 
Church in America and Dagger John, 
because of the cross made when sign- 
ing his name. But to his friend, Judge 
William Gaston of North Carolina he 
confided his sentiments of the occasion 
of the talk before Congress. “On the 
day I filled the Speaker’s Chair I was 
indeed a show, and all Washington 
must have thought so, for the throng 
was so great that the President found 
it very difficult to get in...and much 
more to find a seat...for once I 
must own I felt ashamed at hearing 
my own name proclaimed by my 
friends Haynes and Hamilton of South 
Carolina (the U.S. Senators) who 
formed the bodyguard, while in the 
pomp of prelacy I struggled through 
and heard the proclamation renewed 
still to make way for me to enter.” 

“If I could blush, I am convinced 
I then did, because I had some un- 
usual sensation of heart, and some 
unwonted glow in my cheek and on 
my forehead. When I was done I 
certainly felt a very extraordinary 
gratification at the intense attention 
with which I was heard, and that 
every face seemed to say ‘go on.’ But 
I thought two hours enough for them 
and for me—I made the sign of the 
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cross and my gratification was indeed 
increased by the vast and respectable 
portion of the assembly that exhibited 
its faith.” 

The bishop revised the talk slightly 
for the publisher and several days 
later gave it to him to be printed in 
pamphlet form. Before he gave the 
talk he did not write it, nor did he 
speak from notes. But he always 
thought long seriously of the 
message that he wished to convey to 
his audience. Such thoughts were the 
genuine outpouring of his noble and 
sincere soul, 

It is interesting now to laok back 
over the old newspapers from Charles- 
town and Washington in the Library 
of Congress in Washington. Now after 
almost 130 years with their advertise- 
ments for runaway slaves, mutton pies, 
molasses, coffee, cotton, and the 
speeches of Daniel Webster in Con- 
gress and documents signed by Henry 
Clay, they give us a picture of the 
times in which Bishop England lived. 
The National Intelligencer of Wash- 
ington, D.C. printed a letter to the 
editor which stated in part. that 
“highly distinguished in his native 
country, he has since his arrival in 
the United States, attracted much 
attention and is universally esteemed 
as a man of profound learning and un- 
common eloquence...he has done 
much to remove prejudice and intro- 
duce harmony into the different sects 
of Christians.” 

After the famous talk, the Wash- 
ington Gazette had this to say: “Bish- 
op England of the Catholic Church in 
Charlestown, by permission held pub- 
lie worship in the Hall of Representa- 
tives yesterday, delivered a discourse, 
remarkable for its close reasoning, 
eloquence, and force of argument to 
one of the most numerous assemblages 
hat we recollect; probably the number 
of persons attracted by the reputation 
of this pulpit orator, on the floor and 
in the galleries was not less than 4,000. 
In his sermon on the Catholic Church 
history and Catholic faith, we can- 
not refrain from briefly remarking that 
if all Catholics possessed the same 
liberality, toleration, and good sense 
of Bishop England, we believe a 
Catholic community would never have 
witnessed the un-christian-like specta- 
cles which stain the annals of its 
Church. And that little or no occasion 
could have occured for the Protestant 
separation, if its practice had coin- 
cided with the confession of faith dis- 
closed to us yesterday.” 

Another writer called it “the most 
logical and condensed explanations of 
the nature and obligation of Chris- 
tianity which we have heard for some 
time.” Surely the occasion was one of 
triumph for the (Cont. on page 30) 
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The Octave in York. Recently we 
learned that the Chair of Unity Oc- 
tave was observed publicly for the 
first time in the city of York, England, 
the spiritual capital of the northern 
part of this country. Each church had 
a special evening Mass tor the inten 
tions of Christian Unity on one day 
of the Octave. On the first day at 
St. Wilfrid’s Church, Dom Columba 
Cary-Elwes, O.S.B. preached _ the 
and on the last day he 
preached in St. George’s Church. 
Dom Columba is prior of Ampleforth 
Abbey in York. 

York is an ancient and famous see 
going back to seventh century 
probably before that. It gave eight 
bishop-saints to the Church among 
whom were St. Caedda, St. Wilfrid, 
St. John of Beverley, St. Oswald, St. 
Egbert. Or as one writer has said: 
“This see has yielded to the Church 
eight saints, to the Church of Rome 
three cardinals, to the realm of Eng- 
land twelve Lord Chancellors and 
two Lord Treasurers, and to the North 
of England two Lord Presidents.” 
The last bishop in the sixteenth cen- 
tury was Nicholas Heath (1555-79). 
Bl. Margaret Clitherow, housewife 
and mother, and martyr for the faith 
in 1586 was known as “The Pearl of 
York.” 


sermon 
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Father Paul in Belgium. Through 
Abbe. H. Carlier of Tielt, Belgium 
we have received a book on Reunion, 
Vrede met Rome, Peace with Rome. 
Originally Fr. Paul Manna wrote a 
volume on this topic I Fratelli Sepa- 
rati e Noi in Italian. Then Fr. Carlier 
translated it and revised it and pub- 
lished it under the present title in 
Dutch. It is an introduction to the 
ecumenical movement. As far as we 
can judge it seems an excellent work 
and surely more expressive than any 
volume presented in English 
far. 


thus 


We were especially pleased to 
notice the picture of Father Paul in 
the book and also as the jacket for 
the cover. It shows Father preaching 
a sermon from the outdoor altar of 


—i. BURN A VIGIL LIGHT 
in honor of 


THE LITTLE FLOWER 
Roses from Heaven 


" See complete details on poge 32 








St. Anthony's shrine and was prob 
ably taken in the summer of 1935. 
At any rate we were honored to have 
Father Paul receive this recognition. 
This book may appear in an English 
dress in the near future. 

Sobering Facts. At times we Catho- 
United States think that 
the number of converts to the faith 
each year is a very creditable num- 
ber. For the past few years now 
there have been more than 100,000 
annually. It is estimated that in the 
past ten years 1,400,000 converts 
have entered the true fold. 

But that proportion is not so won 
derful. There are nearly 40,000,000 
Catholics in the United States, so that 
the converts each year means exactly 
one convert for every 400 Catholics. 
The could be far greater if 
every Catholic were more apostolic. 
Suppose every Catholic in the Unit- 
ed States would be the means of 
conversion for one person each year 

what a record that would be. It is 
true that not all have the same op- 
portunity, talent, or ability to lead 
another into the Church. But surely 
all Catholics can pray for conversions 
every day and resolve never to be 
a hindrance to another becoming a 
Catholic by bad example, silence, or 
fear. The faith is so glorious and 
precious that all should resolve to be 
apostles in their own sphere of life 
—at home, at work, in school, even 
at parties and other forms of recrea- 
tion. 

The other statistic that needs to be 
mentioned is this: Within the past ten 
years a number of not-so-good Cath- 
olics, but members of the faith 
nonetheless, have joined various 
Protestant and non-Catholic groups. 
You will recall that the number of 
converts in the last ten years is 
1,400,000. And the figure of those 
who left the Church in the United 
States during the same period—it is 
exactly 1,400,000. 


lics in the 


record 


The Work of Unity. In the Spring, 
1955 issue of Thought Fr. Gustave 
Weigel, S.J. has an article on “Ecu- 
menism and the Catholic” in which 
he reviews the various approaches 
to Unity by those outside the fold 
as well as the various Catholic efforts 
to bring about Unity. Of course the 






difference is 


great this: Catholics 
hold that Unity can be realized only 
by union with Rome, that Unity does 
now exist, but only in the Church 
founded by Christ. Non-Catholics 
generally hold that this Unity is 
something that has never been real- 
ized, that it not exist at the 
present, and will be achieved only 
at some later time when the various 
religious groups will be united in a 
kind of federation. In the course of 
the article Fr. Weigel speaks of the 
Unitas movement led by Fr. Charles 
Boyer, S.J. (Fr. Germanus Tomaino, 
S.A. is associated with Fr. Boyer and 
is editor of the English edition of 
Unitas), and observes: “In this coun- 
try the Unitas movement is carried on 
by the Friars of the Atonement (At- 
one-ment), a Franciscan group founded 
primarily for the work of reunion.” 
At other times we have been re- 
ferred to as “the Society of the At- 
one-ment,” a consideration which 
would surely please Father Paul. 


does 


God’s Grace and Mary’s Love. Re- 
cently we had the great happiness 
of receiving into the Church a fine 
lady who came to Graymoor for the 
express purpose of becoming a Catho- 
lic. In honor of Our Lady who surely 
seems to have led this person gently 
and perseveringly to the Church of 
her Son, the recent convert took the 
name “Mary” at baptism. We feel 
certain that every grace comes 
through Mary and we pray that many 
more souls will come to the unity of 
the Church through the love, the in- 
fluence, and the help of our blessed 
Mother, Our Lady of the Atonement. 


Pray to Our Lady of the Atone- 
ment daily for the cause of 
Christian Unity. 
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The Bargain Ox 


BY JOHN PATRICK GILLESE 








WAS up in my room under the eaves, typing 
madly with two fingers, when I heard my father’s 
shout: “Stanley! If you're coming to Cramer's 
with me, look sharp!” Abruptly, the enchanted 
coral atolls vanished, and I was back on a_ bush 
homestead in northern Alberta. I was seventeen, and 
already I had sold two pieces to The Happy Home- 
steader, which all the pioneers read. Now I was deep in 
a thrilling story of romance and adventure in the South 
Seas. My only worry was that when it was published 
someone would recognize Rosita, the passionate and 





beautiful heroine, as the exact counterpart of Rose 
Wrycjoski, the sixteen-year-old daughter of the most 
prosperous farmer in the valley. I was afraid Mr. 
Wrycjoski would be so mad at me that he'd forbid 
Rose ever to speak to me again. 

“Stanley!” 

“I'm practically there, Pa!” <~ 

I heard my father grumbling to my mother. “Ever 
since my sister in Seattle sent him that cursed type- 
writer, it’s been a chore even to get him to come and 
eat, let alone do any work.” 

To Father, the land and all it symbolized was 
everything. 

I remember once, when the unbearable loneliness 
depressed Mother and she wept for her home in Kansas, 
how my father tried to cheer her up, to make her 
understand why we had come. 


T's the country, Nellie. We're modern pioneers. Good 
black soil, a foot deep; plenty of water; all the land 
a family needs—for ten dollars a quarter section. 
Mother, only pioneers can have that! The others have 
to settle for worn-out lands—because they haven't got 
what it takes to pioneer a wild country like this. Aw, 
Nellie,” my father said, “you know why we come!” 

So to Father it didn’t make sense that a boy of his 
shouldn’t want to file a homestead alongside his own; 
and I didn’t want to get him worked up to where he 
forebade me to write altogether. My two kid brothers 
were too young to help him much, especially if I was 
around, and, besides, they were away at school most 
of the year. 

This once, however, Father couldn't be upset easily. 
He had that look in his eyes that always came when he 
was figuring on a bit of sharp (Cont. on page 14) 


Even the sharpest trader may be taken in on a dicker 


but the bargain Pa thought he was getting in the ox was really 


something. He was certain he would never live it down 
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BARGAIN OX 

page 12) this time 
for another ox. “Is there any money in 
the house, Nellie?” he asked Mother 
importantly, though he knew well 
enough there was forty dollars. 

My mother took it out of the old 
tarnished teapot and counted it 
slowly. “How much will it be, Sam?” 
she asked. 

“Thirty-thirty-five dollars, maybe 
more,” said my father impatiently. 
“That tightfisted little sidewinder 
wants the last penny for anything he 
lets off the place!” Father had never 
liked Jay Cramer, and ever since 
early spring he’d been planning the 
talk he'd use to get the best of him 
in the deal. 

Mother gave Dad the full forty 
dollars, knowing he liked to put on 
a front before the likes of Jay. 

“Maybe,” said my mother, as if it 
was foolishness and she shouldn’t be 
asking, “if you have four or five dol- 
lars back, Sam, I could send away 
for a dress when we're ordering the 
garden seeds. There’s a lot of new 
women coming into the valley this 
year. They’re saying it'll be the big- 
gest crowd ever for the fall fair.” 

That still more than six 
months away, but Mother was think- 
ing how easy it would be to get by 
without a lot of things that women 
closer to civilization took for granted 
if only she could have a new dress 
for such an important event. 

Mother still hadn’t got used to the 
rangeline trails that served as roads 
and the rough cabins with their walls 
of unpeeled poplar logs and dirt 
roofs, Father had come to Alberta to 
find an era he thought had passed 
forever. Mother, with us kids, fol- 
lowed because she loved him. 

“We'll see,” said my father, with a 
great frown. “But don’t count on it. 
You know an extra ox or two is what 
gets a fellow ahead, and that foxy wee 
Cramer’ll have heard I’m wanting to 
buy.” 


trading 


was 


It was only a mile to Cramer’s, and 
we walked. The snake-trail through 
the brush was spongy underfoot; the 
birches were already green and the 
poplar leaves were coming out in 
frail, sticky yellows. 

It was, I felt, the most promising 
spring of my life. I thought of Rose, 
who, with the possible exception of 
my mother, was the only one who 
understood my dreams of being an 
author; and I was wondering if I 
could leave Dad at Cramer’s and go 
on into town and see if the latest 
issue of The Happy Homesteader had 
come, when my dad said: “Now, you 
watch the monkeyshines of this little 
reprobate, Stanley. Maybe someday 
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you'll learn that trading is more im- 
portant than authoring.” 

I decided then, to leave the mail 
till after, for Father always did his 
best ox trading when he had an 
audience. 

Jay Cramer was deeply engrossed 
in painting a wagon box in the yard, 
and he pretended not to notice us 
coming till his old soup-hound 
barked. He was a fat little man, 
slightly bald, who prided himself on 
raising the best livestock in our part 
of the country and taking all the 
garden prizes at the fall fair. I think 
Father resented this even more than 
Jay's notorious tightfistedness. 

Jay seemed to have difficulty rec- 
ognizing us; then he turned with a 
broad smile, feigning surprise. “Well, 
well, Sam! How are you?” 

“Watch the little weasel closely,” 
my father said to me in an undertone. 
“When he smiles like that, he’s get- 
ting ready to put his hand in your 
pocket.” Aloud, my father said affably, 
“Tolerable, thank you, Jay. And your- 
self?” 

A polite exchange of palaver en- 
sued, during which my father 
inquired about Jay’s missus, his kids, 
his seed grain and his most distant 
relatives; and Jay, in turn, talked 
casually about the new settlers ar- 
riving, rumors that the railhead was 
coming to the valley—everything ex- 
cept oxen. 

Jay said now that the war was 
over, there’d be a lot of Europeans 
coming in, and my father predicted 
that by 1922 or ’23, land would be 
closed to homesteading. Jay said 
Fo BURN A VIGIL LIGHT 
in honor of 


THE SACRED HEART 


Happy Home 
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Alberta was a century behind the 
States in colonization, and my father 
said that that was what had brought 
him North, that the Harrisons were 
born to follow frontier trails. Jay said 
it was a tough country, though, and 
my father said it was the last place 
in America where you could be a 
pioneer, building a kind of life that 
was exactly what you wanted it to be. 

Finally my father looked at his 
watch and turned to me in surprise. 
“We got to get on, Stanley. We're 
late He made to turn away, 
then said casually, “Oh—almost forgot 
what I dropped in for, Jay. I was 
thinking of buying another ox. Don't 
really need one, but seeing I had no 
use for the money, and hearing you 


now.” 


had too many on your hands—” 

Jay Cramer smiled—a smooth, oily 
smile. 

“Reckon somebody must’ve misin- 
formed you, Sam,” he said. “Matter 
of fact, I've been selling my surplus 
to these new homesteaders.” 

I felt the blow this was to Father. 
But nothing of it showed on his face. 
“Well maybe some other year—” 

“Wait a minute,” said Jay Cramer, 
and I breathed easier. “I hate to 
disappoint an old neighbor like you, 
Sam, especially when you have the 
cash.” 

We filed down to the wheat straw- 
stack behind the barn, where the oxen 
were standing sleepily in the sun. 
Father examined the gaunt animals 
critically, noting especially how they 
had stood up to the hard winter. 

Finally he turned to Cramer with 
great disinterest. “What you asking, 
Jay?” 

“Forty 

“Forty 
laughing. 
Jay.” 

For an hour, while my mind 
strayed back to Rosita of the Seven 
Seas, the two men argued, but Cramer 
was obstinate. He wouldn't sell for 
less. Finally he put on a look as if 
he had just recently acquired reli- 
gion and forgotten to try it out. “Sam, 
I have one other ox, and, seeing we 
homesteaded hereabouts together, I'll 
sacrifice him to you for thirty-five. 
He’s dirt-easy to feed—will eat any- 
thing. Fact is, he’s that fat I keep him 
in the barn to do the choring around.” 

He led the way; and Father hissed 
in my ear, “Look sharp, Stanley. When 
1e starts doing me a favor, look sharp.” 

The ox Jay showed us was a Stoic, 
massive brute with great curved 
horns. Cramer slapped him to show 
he was gentle. His coat was sleek. 
His shoulders were firm. 

My father glanced at me in be- 
wilderment. 

Jay Cramer looked (Cont. on page 22) 


dollars,” Cramer said flatly. 
dollars!” my father said, 
“Well, that’s a good joke, 











Y the time you receive this June issue of THE 

Lamp the delegates to the Fourth General 

Chapter of the Friars of the Atonement will 

have assembled in Washington. At every 
General Chapter the Father General whose term 
has just expired gives the assembly a report on 
everything that has been done in the Society and 
by the Society during the six years since the 
previous General Chapter. 

Since very little could be accomplished without 
the constant help and support our loyal friends 
have always given us, we feel that we should tell 
you also just what we have been able to do through 
your assistance. 

Our greatest need in June 1949, at the close of 
the Third General Chapter, was a new Preparatory 
Seminary for the high school and college training 
of the young men who came to us to study for the 
priesthood. A suitable piece of property had been 
purchased by Father Raphael in 1948, but the 


Pilgrimage Chapel 


building, Cook Academy, though commodious and 
structurally solid, was obsolete and in bad shape. 
Actually we had to strip it completely down to the 
walls. We put in new floors, new plumbing, new 
wiring, and a new heating system. The outside 
brick walls were sand blasted and water-proofed, 
and a new roof was put on. The work seemed 
endless and the cost limitless. But eventually every- 
thing was finished, and free of any debt; the new 


St. John’s Atonement Seminary was blessed and 


opened by Bishop Kearney of Rochester on Novem- 


ber 30, 1949. It can accommodate 125 students and 
the faculty. 

The following April we began construction on a 
pilgrimage chapel at Graymoor. For years we had 
great difficulty accommodating the numbers of 
people who came to visit us, particularly during the 
Summer. We used to have Mass each Sunday in the 
open on the lawn behind the little chapel of St. 
Francis. While this was (Cont. on page 16) 
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In Retrospect continued 


beautiful when the weather was nice it was im- 
possible on rainy days. The new Chapel of Our Lady 
of the Atonement is quite large—it will seat about 
1,000—and excellent for its purpose. You can see the 


altar and follow the Mass from any spot in it because 


no pillars are needed to support the high, curved 
roof. This chapel was completed and placed into 
use in September 1950. 

About a week later, on September 17th, the Very 
Reverend Father General went down to Washington 
to break ground for a new house of studies there. 
For more than 20 years our Friar Seminarians 
studying at Catholic University had lived in a barn 
converted into a dormitory. St. Bonaventure’s, as 
this makeshift building was called, was not bad at 
first. It’s true the cells were so small that you had 
to go out into the corridor to change your mind, 
but during most of the year at least, it was tight 
and comfortable enough. Toward the end, though, 
it had become pretty well beaten up and was a fire 
hazard. At any rate, we long needed a new building. 
The new Atonement Seminary was blessed and 
opened in October of the following year. 


Atonement Novitiate, Valley Falls, R.| 








Meanwhile, Father Andrew, our energetic Novice 
Master, had been complaining that his house at 
Saranac Lake, particularly because of our increased 
Lay Brother vocations, was much too small for a 
novitiate and that something would have to be done. 
Fortunately, the Trappists at Valley Falls, R. I. 
moved to Spencer, Mass., and we were able to 
purchase the property they left. It makes a good 
novitiate, and in extent at least—it covers about 600 
acres—it should be large enough for some years. The 
Novitiate of Our Lady of the Atonement was blessed 
and dedicated by His Excellency Bishop Russel J. 
McVinney on the feast of Our Lady of the Atone- 
ment, July 9, 1951. 

Along about this time, the Definitors and the 
other Fathers and Brothers in administration who 
had to raise the money for this tremendous amount 
of building, were beginning to get a bit tired and 
worn out. But we couldn't stop because our 
engineers told us that unless we made extensive 
repairs on it immediately, St. Christopher's Inn 
would be a total loss. So we figuratively girded our 
loins and once again called on you, our faithful 
benefactors, for help. We put quite a large addition 
on the building and faced the whole of it with 











brick, thus eliminating the constant leakage through 
the walls that had been causing all the damage. 
Bishop Joseph Donahue of New York officiated at 
the blessing and dedication of the new addition in 
June 1953. The Inn shelters about 150 men every 
day during the winter: in summer the number is 
somewhat less. 

All during this time our missions, both at home 
and abroad, were expanding too. In Japan we were 
able to build a grammar school and several churches 
and rectories. In North Carolina we built a new 
school, a convent and a rectory. We have added 
classrooms to another school we have there, so that 
our three grammar schools in North Carolina teach 
the children all through the eight grades. In Texas 
we have built a new church, school, and rectory. 
In Texas, also, our Father Raymond, S.A. built a 
church and an equipped hospital, doing most of the 
labor with his own hands. We also have a new 
parish and retreat house in Nova Scotia. In addition, 
we made extensive repairs to our Press in Peekskill, 
replacing obsolete equipment with more efficient 
machinery, and completely renovated St. Joseph's 


House at Graymoor where our Brothers live. 
The marvelous thing about all this building and 
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renovating is that we have been able to accomplish 
it without going into any debt whatsoever. And this 
we owe completely and entirely to you. If you had 
not been so constantly generous we would have been 
able to do little. Your help has been invaluable. We 
can never adequately express our thanks to you 
except by keeping your memory alive at the altar 
of the Lord, and that we promise to do. 

Although we are quite proud of the physical 
expansion of the Society during the past six years, 
other things have also been accomplished that are a 
source of even greater gratification to us. First and 
foremost was the recognition granted us by the Holy 
See in conferring the Decretum Laudis on the Friars 
of the Atonement. This Decree of Praise raises the 
Graymoor Friars from the status of a diocesan to a 
Papal Institute. It is an official recognition by the 
Sacred Congregation of Religious that we are well 
established, doing a good work for God and the 
Church. Together with the Decretum Laudis our 
Constitutions were revised to bring them up to date, 
approved, translated, and printed. To our great joy 
also, our kind and good friend His Eminence, 
Nichola Cardinal Canali, was appointed our first 
Cardinal Protector. (Cont. on page 18) 
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In Re spect Continued 


The Holy See has been very kind to us. Besides 
personal honors and personal privileges conterred 
upon many individual Friars, we were granted im- 
portant indulgences during the Marian Year for 
the benefit of the community and our visitors. 
Just a few months ago we received an_ indult 


granting a plenary indulgence once a day under 


the usual conditions to anyone who visits St. Francis’ 


Chapel and there prays for the intentions of the 
Holy Father. 
We are 


progress during the past six years. We always wanted 


roud too of our continued scholastic 


well trained faculties composed of our own friars in 
our preparatory and major seminaries to train our 
students in the Atonement spirit. But friars were 
scarce and there were so many other things to be 
done that we hesitated to take the step. But a few 
years ago Father Angelus, our Superior General, 
took the bull by the horns, and instituted faculties of 
philosophy and theology. Under the capable direc- 
tion of Father Gregory in Theology, Father Aquinas 


in Philosophy, and Fathers Roger and Wilfrid in 


the preparatory Seminary, and with the loyal support 


St. John’s Seminary, Montour Falls, N.Y 


of their faculties we were able to obtain affiliation 
with the Catholic University of America for Theology 
and Philosophy and accreditation by the Regents of 
New York for our High School Department. 

The institution of the schools of philosophy and 
theolo 


seminar inspired us to found a permanent Com- 


and the expansion of our preparatory 


mission on Studies to direct the scholastic endeavors 
of the Society. This Commission composed of the 
three Rectors of the Schools, two other Friar teachers 
and a representative of the Father General, meets 
quarterly to discuss educational problems and _pro- 
pose solutions for them to the General Definitorium. 

At present the Commission is working on an articu- 
lated curriculum of studies for our three schools. 
It is also instituting an integrated course in spiritual 
development for the preparatory seminary, the 
novitiate, and the major seminaries. The Commission 
also arranges our annual Educational Conferences 
held at Graymoor during the Christmas season. 

Since the time our Father Founder, Fr. Paul James 
Francis died in 1940, frequent requests kept coming 
in to us for a biography that would show his out- 
standing position in the history of the Catholic 
Church in America. In 1951, Father David, 











given the obedience of writing his life. The book, 
Fr. Paul of Graymoor, was accepted by Macmillan 
for publication and both in hard cover and laminated 
has gone through many printings. 

Despite the impact and competition of television 
our Ave Maria Hour on the radio is increasingly 
popular and widespread. In 1951 it was accepted 
by the Armed Forces Radio Services. In 1952 and 
1953 the Ave Maria Hour was awarded First Prize 
for religious broadcasts. 

Our unity work also is making good progress. The 
National Office here at Graymoor has been indefati- 
gable in promoting the observance of the Octave, 
and in producing and distributing unity literature. 
We now have about 60 different titles of uni 
leaflets and pamphlets. 

We hope to begin very shortly an association of 
daily prayer for Christian Unity. It will be called the 
Chair of Unity League of Our Lady of the Atone- 
ment. Its purpose will be to maintain interest and 
zeal in Unity during the entire year and hence the 
name: Chair of Unity League. It will be under the 
special protection of the Blessed Virgin, the patron- 
ess of Unity, as Our Lady of the Atonement. 

In 1953 THe Lamp celebrated its Golden Jubilee. 


St. Christopher's Inn, Graymoor 


For that celebration we hoped to have 100,000 sub- 
scribers. While we were not successful in obtaining 
that number for the Golden Jubilee celebration, the 
number of our subscribers has now gone way beyond 
it. From a low of 19,000 in 1951 we have gone to 
152,000 today and the circulation is still slowly 
rising. Your loyalty in renewing your subscriptions 
has helped us immeasurably in this, and the renova- 
tion to the Graymoor Press that your generosity made 
possible enables us to print and distribute THe Lamp 
with the least possible expense. 

All in all we feel that God has blessed our work 
during the past six years. Many, many, worthwhile 
projects were accomplished through your help. We 
know that much remains to be done—for instance, a 
new Friary at Graymoor is imperative, many more 
teachers must be trained for our seminaries, our 
unity work must grow, and more Graymoor mission- 
aries must be sent into the field. 

But despite our realization of what still remains to 


be done we Friars have a feeling of happiness and satis- 


faction in our solid accomplishment and _ progress. 
We are grateful to God for His blessings and under 
God we are grateful to you for your constant and 
generous support. We will keep you in our prayers. Tt 
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Qvr ordinations to 
the Priesthood will be held this year 
in the Pilgrimage Chapel of Our 
Lady of the Atonement at Graymoor 
on May 19, Ascension Thursday. The 
Most Reverend Bishop Edward V. 
Dargin will officiate. A little write up 
of the three ordinandi follows: 

Rev. Geoffrey Wood, S.A.—Edward 
David Wood Jr. was born in Philadel- 
phia, Pa. and received his early educa- 
tion at St. Ludwig’s and St. Matthew’s 
parochial schools. During his two 
years at LaSalle College High School 
the example of the Christian Brothers 
awakened in him a desire for the 
religious life and finally for the priest- 
hood. He entered Old St. John’s 
Minor Seminary at Graymoor in the 
fall of 1943 and five years later in 
September of 1948 he received the 
habit of the Society at St. Joseph’s 
Novitiate, Saranac Lake, N.Y. Follow- 
ing his profession of vows the next 
year, he undertook his philosophical 
studies at the Catholic University of 
America in Washington, D.C. In 1951 
he was sent to Rome and attended 
the Gregorian University for two 
years. He completed his theological 
studies this year in Washington. 

Father Geoffrey will offer his First 
Mass at St. Timothy’s Church in 
Philadelphia on May 22nd. Assisting 
him will be the Rev. Thomas Brady, 
Pastor, as Archpriest; the Rev. Cletus 
McGorry, S.A. as Deacon; and _ the 
Rev. John J. Shellem of Bethlehem, 
Pa. as Sub-deacon. The preacher on 
this occasion will be the Rev. Colman 
Gallacher, S.A. of the Graymoor 
Mission Band. 

Rev. Emanuel Sullivan, S.A.—The 
Sisters of the Atonement established 


Fr. Wilfrid, S.A. presents trophy of Oratorical Contest to Frederick Haggerty. 
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Gravmoor Annals 


their mission at Brushton, N.Y. in 
1942. Through the instrumentality of 
these Sisters and by the power of 
their example and inspiration Stephen 
Sullivan came to know and love all 
that the 
sented. 
He entered Old St. John’s at Gray- 
moor in September of 1943 where he 
passed five years completing his 
classical studies. In September of 
1948 he entered the Novitiate of the 
Friars of the Atonement at Saranac 
Lake, N.Y. Clothed in the Holy Habit 
of the Congregation he received the 
name Frater Emmanuel. He made his 
first profession of vows on September 
22, 1949. Frater Emmanuel _at- 
tended the Catholic University of 
America for the required courses in 
Philosophy and received his A.B. de- 
gree in June of 1951. The friar made 
his perpetual profession of vows at 


name “Graymoor” repre- 


our Major House of Theology in 
Washington on September 22, 1952. 
Father Emmanuel shares’ with 


Father Alban the distinction of being 
the first Friars of the Atonement to 
complete the full course of Theology 
at our own House of Sacred Studies 
on the campus of Catholic Univers- 
sity. During the Summer Sessions at 
Catholic University, Father Emman- 
uel taken advanced courses in 
Philosophy for the past two years. 

Father Emmanuel ends his twelve 
year preparation for the Sacred- 
Priesthood on Ascension Thursday, 
May 19, 1955, when His Excellency 
Bishop Edward V. Dargin in the full- 
ness of his sacerdotal power confers 
the Sacrament of Holy Orders on 
him. The new priest will offer his 
First Solemn Mass in St. Mary’s 


has 

























































































Church at Brushton, N.Y. on Pente- 
cost Sunday, May the 29th. Preach- 
ing on this occasion will be the Rt. 
Rev. Msgr. Arthur M. Leary, Rector 
of St. Mary’s Cathedral, Ogdensburg, 
N.Y. The Rev. J. Albert O’Brien, pas 
tor of St. Mary’s at Brushton, will be 
the Archpriest. Assisting Fr. Emman- 
uel as Deacon of the Mass will be the 
Rev. Pacificus Von Essen, S.A. The 
Rev. Edmund Delaney will be Sub- 
deacon. 

Fra. Alban Carroll, $.A.—Brendan 
Joseph Carroll finished his elemen- 
tary education at St. Joseph’s School, 
Roxbury, Mass. and four years later, 
in 1942, he graduated from Roxbury 
Memorial High School. 

When 1943 rolled along and he 
turned eighteen, the draft got him. 
He found himself in the Army Air 
Force and served in the Okinawan 
Campaign. Discharged in 1946, he 
entered St. Philip Neri School for . 
Delayed Vocations in Boston during 
the fall of that year. In 1947 he ar- 
rived at Graymoor and in 1948 he 
took the Habit of our Society at St. 


Joseph’s Novitiate, Saranac Lake, 
New York where he received the 
name, Alban. A year later, he pro- 


nounced his first vows, and began his 
philosophical studies at the Catholic 
University of America in Washington, 
D.C. In 1951 he received his A.B. 
degree in Philosophy. The next four 
years were spent in our own Theo- 
logical House of Studies. ; 

Father Alban will offer his First 
Solemn Mass at St. Joseph’s Church, 
Roxbury, Mass. on May 29th. The 
Pastor of St. Joseph’s, Fr. Arthur J. 
Hagan, will be the Archpriest. Fr. 
Boniface Riedmann, S.A., of the Gray- 
moor Mission Band, will be Deacon 
and will also be the preacher for 








this occasion. Fr. Julius Piatkowski, 
M.I.C. will be the Subdeacon. Fra- 
ters Lawrence Brozat, S.A. and 
Camillus Daniels, S.A., theological 
students at our Washington Semin- 
ary, will be Master of Ceremonies 
and Thurifer respectively. 


Our Fr. Leon Kotsko 
is quite a man. You don’t hear much 
about him because Father Leon has 
always been engaged in work that 
does not receive much publicity. Af- 
ter his ordination he worked at Gray- 
moor taking care of the physical as- 
pects of the Mountain. He was then 
assigned to Field, B.C., where he 
completely remodeled the little rec- 


tory, installing a bathroom, and 
digging out the cellar by himself. 
From Field he was sent south to 
Lumberton, N.C. where he has 





Fr. Leon Kotsko, S.A. 


charge of a parish with church, con- 
vent, school and a rectory he built. 

His people are poor. Most of them 
are Negroes and Indians who even 
in the best of times are not very 
prosperous. Father helps them out 
as best he can, particularly by sup- 
plying them with clothing. 

Right now he is in dire need of 
supplies of clothing for men, wom- 
en, and children. He requests that 
if you have any serviceable old 
clothing in the house that you are 
not using you send it on to him for 
distribution to his poor. He can use 
clothing of all types and sizes as well 
as shoes and hats. 

In addition he could also make 
good use of sheets, blankets, curtains, 
spreads, towels, in fact any house- 
hold items that are useful and clean. 
So maybe you could clean out the 
attic or the storeroom and send him 
the household items and _ clothing 





that you are no longer using. Father 
Leon will appreciate it and God will 
bless you for going out of your way 
to be charitable to the needy. 
Send your packages to 
Fr. Leon Kotsko, S.A. 
St. Madeline’s Church 
Lumberton, N.C. 


Sprinc was peculiar 
this year. We would have one beau- 
tiful day when the sun was shining 
and the air was clear, and then the 
next day it would be cold and rain- 
ing, and foggy. But 
fog or sun, our men were out every 
day doing the Mountain spring clean- 
ing. There is quite a bit to it. Lawns 
raked, trees pruned. 
shrubs flowerbeds turned 
and = fertilized planted, storm 
windows taken down, sashes and lin- 
tels painted, and screens put up. Then 
the roads have to be repaired a bit 
after the ravages of winter, and the 
new bus road the 
has to be paved. By the time you 


rain or shine, 


have to be 
trimmed, 
and 


around mountain 


read this most of the work will be 
done and we shall be ready for the 
opening of the pilgrimage season. 

Officially, the pilgrimage season 


will be open on the first Sunday of 
June, June 5. The regular pilgrimage 
schedule will be in force with Masses 
at 11:00 A.M., 12:00 M., and 12:45 
P.M. These are Dialogue Masses in 
which both Priest and people say the 
prayers and make the responses to- 
gether. We shall have Exposition of 
the Blessed Sacrament all afternoon 
until 6:00 P.M. Confessions will be 
heard from 10:00 A.M. until 5:00 
P.M. At 3:00 P.M. we have the No- 
vena to St. Anthony, a sermon, and 
Benediction. This takes place out- 
when the permits. 
we are building a 


doors weather 
Right now 
outdoor altar for those devotions. 

On Sundays the Cafeteria is open. 

While do not have the 
votions during the week and while 
the Cafeteria is not open, neverthe- 
less we extend a cordial welcome to 
those of you who can come to visit 
Graymoor at that time. From the 
first of May until the first of Novem- 
ber we have a week-day Mass at 
11:00 A.M. 

So if you get a chance during the 
summer come up to Graymoor and 
visit us. Many people come by bus 
from New York, New Jersey, and 
Connecticut. Many organizations ar- 
range special trips to Graymoor. 
Many others come by private car. 
Incidentally, we have ample parking 
space. If you would like to have any 
further information write to Fr. 
Guardian, §.A., Graymoor Friars, 
Garrison 5, N.Y. Telephone: GArrison 
4-3671. 
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THE BARGAIN OX 
(From page 14) pious. “I tell 
you, Sam, if it was anybody else—” 

“Tll take him,” my father said 
tersely. 

When we were leading him out of 
the yard, Cramer said, “By the way, 
Sam, I suppose you'll be exhibiting 
some of your prize pumpkins this 
year?” 

The way he said it put my father 
on guard. My heart dropped sudden 
ly into my shoes. 

“I been reading your boy’s write- 
up in The Happy Homesteader,” Jay 
continued, unable to keep the laugh 
out of his eyes now, “and I was right 
impressed—having won the prize on 
pumpkins for so many years myself.” 

“That so?” my father said politely. 
“We haven't got the mail yet—” 

“I'll show you!” Cramer said glee- 
fully. 

Dad stood like a man facing a firing 
squad, while Cramer slipped into the 
cabin for The Happy Homesteader. 

It was the “Spring Planting” num 
ber, and inside was the first piece 
I'd ever had accepted: How to Grow 
Prize Pumpkins. In it, I had taken 
Father's experiences in Kansas and 
applied them in the Alberta bush 
country—where pumpkins were no- 
toriously hard to grow. With the ar- 
ticle was an illustration of a witch 
riding a broomstick, with a pumpkin 
made into a jack-o’-lantern on the 
end. To me, it was beautiful, till Jay 
Cramer asked with a straight face, 
“Is that a recent picture of you, Sam?” 

Father kept control of himself. He 
appeared only slightly amused. “Guess 
I'll have to show pumpkins after all 
this year,” he said. 

“At the fair?” asked Cramer. 

“Yeah, reckon so.” 

Cramer laughed. “Well, I'll let you 
in on the secret of growing prize 
pumpkins, Sam. It’s a sandly slope- 
like what I’ve got. You got flat bush 
soil.” 

“When you know how, soil isn’t 
everything,” said my father. “Come on, 
Stanley, let’s get going.” 

He gave the ox a whack that stam 
peded us through Cramer's gate. 

All the way home, Father wouldn't 
even listen to my explanations. “I'll 
be the laughingstock of the whole 
valley over that infernal article! That 
little Judas will never let me hear the 
end of it. Life was just getting toler- 
able, till you decided farming wasn't 
good enough for you.” ; 

“But, Father, the editor said farm- 
ing experiences in Kansas were of no 
use to his readers! I had to make a 
start somewhere.” 

“And one thing more,” my father 
said fiercely, as we turned up our 
own lane, “don’t (Cont. on page 24) 














ANOTHER MAGAZINE ON ST. ANILONY. 
We have learned of another little 
publication about the Paduan saint, 
Lac Bouchette, Le Messager de 
Saint-Antoine, published by _ the 
Capuchin friars of Lac Bouchette, 
Cte Roberval, Quebec. It is the offi- 
cial organ of the Sanctuary of Mary 
and Anthony of Lac Bouchette and 
was originally founded by Abbé 
Elzear DeLamarre. Without doubt 
there are many publications in France 
and Italy in honor of St. Anthony 
but we have yet to see them. We 
should appreciate receiving names 
or copies of them from our readers. 


Most IMPORTANT DAY. Surely a most 
important day for the followers of 
St. Anthony is that of the great man’s 
feast day on June 13. This year it 
will be celebrated on June 13 al- 
though the feast day itself occurs 
within the Octave of Corpus Christi 
and so the liturgical observance of 
the feast is often postponed until a 
later date. Among Franciscans it is 
a feast with the rank of double of 
the first class. 


Gop 1s Love. From a sermon for the 
First Sunday after Pentecost which 
is also Trinity Sunday, we have 
these thoughts from St. Anthony. “If 
God loved us to the point that He 
gave us His well-beloved Son, by 
whom He made all things, we too 
should ourselves love one another. ‘I 
give you,’ He says, ‘a new command- 
ment, that you love one another’ 
(Jn 13:34). ‘We have,’ says St. 
Augustine, ‘four objects to love. The 
first is above us: it is God. The 
second is ourselves. The third is 
round about us: it is our neighbor. 
The fourth is beneath us: it is our 
body. The rich man loved his body 
first and above everything else. Of 
God, of his neighbor, of his soul, 
he had not a thought; that is why 
he was damned’.” 

“Our body, says St. Bernard, should 
be to us like a sick person entrusted 
to our care. We must refuse it 
many of the worthless things it wants; 
on the other hand, we must force- 
fully compel it to take the helpful 
remedies repugnant to it. We should 
treat it not as something belonging to 
us but as belonging to Him who 
bought it at so high a price, and 
whom we must glorify in our body 
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At St.Anthonn’s Feet 


(I Cor 6:20). We should love our 
body in the fourth and last place, 
not as the goal of our life but as an 
indispensable instrument of it.” 


DoM PROSPER GUERANGER, 0.5.B., fa- 
mous Benedictine abbot of Solemnes 
and author of the set of books on 
the liturgy called The Liturgical 
Year (16 volumes) has some inter- 
esting thoughts on St. Anthony. In 
commenting on his feast day, he 
writes: “In return for thy loving sub- 
mission to God, our Father in heav- 
en, the populace obeyed thee, and 
fiercest tyrants trembled at thy voice. 
Heresy alone dared once to disobey 
thee—dared to refuse to harken to 
thy word; thereupon the very fishes 
of the sea took up thy defence; for 
they came swimming in shoals, be- 
fore the eyes of the whole city, to 
listen to thy preaching which here- 
tics had scorned. Alas! error, having 
long ago recovered from the vigorous 
blows dealt by thee, is yet more 
emboldened in these our days— 
claiming even sole right to speak. 

“The offspring of Manes, whom 
under the name of Albigenses, thou 
didst so successfully combat, would 
now under the new appellation of 
Freemasonry have all France at its 
beck: thy native Portugal beholds the 
same monster stalking in broad day- 
light, almost to the very Altar: and 
the whole world is being intoxicated 
by its poison. 

“O thou, who dost daily fly to the 
aid of thy devoted clients, in their 
private necessities, thou, whose 
power is the same in heaven as here- 
tofore upon earth, succor the Church, 
aid God’s people, have pity on socie- 
ty, now more universally and deeply 
menaced than ever. O thou, Ark of 
the Covenant, bring back our gen- 
eration so terribly devoid of love and 
faith, to the serious study of sacred 
Letters wherin is so energizing a 
power. O thou, Hammer of Heretics, 
strike once more such blows as will 
make hell tremble and the heavenly 
Powers thrill with joy.” (1841) 


PRAYER FOR HOLINEsS. “O glorious 
Saint! in imitation of our divine Re- 
deemer, thou didst spend thy life 
for the salvation of souls; we be- 
seech thee, obtain for us the grace 
to become saints, to die a happy 
death, and to praise God forever with 
thee and all the saints and angels in 
heaven.” 
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St. ANTHONY'S PRAYER TO MARY, 
Queen of Heaven. “We beseech Thee, 
therefore, Our Lady, Blessed Mother 
of God, exalted above the choirs of 
angels, that thou wouldst fill the 
vase of our heart with heavenly grace, 
make it resplendent with the gold of 
wisdom, confirm it by the power of 
thy strength, adorn it with the pre- 
cious stones of all virtues. 

“Pour out upon us, O Blessed Olive, 
the oil of mercy and cover the multi- 
tude of our sins, so that we too may 
one day merit to be raised to the 
heights of heavenly joy and become 
blessed with all the saints, through the 
mercy of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, Who 
exalted Thee this day above the choirs 
of the angels, and crowned thee with 
a diadem of His Kingdom, and placed 
Thee on a throne of eternal light, to 
Whom be honor and glory for all 
eternity. Let the whole earthy respond, 
Amen. Alleluia!” 


“ANTHONY, both in teaching and 
preaching, uttered such eloquent and 
profound expositions of the scriptures 
that the Lord Pope Gregory IX him- 
self proclaimed him the ‘Ark of the 
Testament and the ‘Arsenal of the 
scriptures,’ as if he had stored away 
the Divine Law within himself. The 
same Gregory IX in his salute to St. 
Anthony, whom he had just placed 
among the host of God’s saints, was 
the first to intone the antiphon from 
the common of Doctors: ‘O Doctor 
Optime,’ which was immediately tak- 
en up by the choir of all present. By 
doing so the Supreme Pontiff em- 
phasized his intention of stressing the 
lofty and extraordinary wisdom and 
doctrine of Anthony, which he had 
already eulogized in the Bull of Can- 
onization.” (Letter of Fr. Bonaven- 
ture Marrani, O.F.M. Minister Gener- 
al, Nov. 25, 1930) 
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THE BARGAIN OX 

(Fom page 22) tell your mother 
Cramer was asking forty dollars for 
all the other oxen. If there’s anything 
wrong with this brute, I don’t want 
her thinking I held back just so she 
could get herself a dress.” 

We put the new ox in the barn, 
where he would stay for two weeks 
until he got used to our homestead. 
In spite of the pumpkin business, 
Father was at least slightly comforted 
by his deal. He named the ox Mac- 
Duff, after a sergeant he had known 
in the Army. 

Then, when Mother and my two 
kid brothers had praised Father to 
the full for his trading, we had a 
family conference to see how we 
would live down the disgrace I had 
brought on the Harrison name. In the 
end, it was decided that the only 
thing we could do was to plant 
pumpkins in selected spots about the 
farm, in the hope that at least one of 
them would grow big enough to take 
the laugh out of Jay Cramer’s mouth. 

“Dad bust it!” my father roared, 
thinking of what would happen if we 
failed. “I grew them in Kansas. I 
oughta be able to grow them in 
Alberta!” 

He turned on me. “Stanley, you 
write in to The Happy Homesteader 
and ask them for all the available 
information they've got on growing 
pumpkins in the bush country—big 
pumpkins.” 

“But, Father, I can’t! It'll ruin my 
literary career.” 

“You've got to!” my father said. 
“By now, this is all over the valley. I 
can't ask anyone else to write in— 
that'll make it ten times as bad!” 

By Sunday, Father had yielded a 
trifle. I walked the ten miles up to 
Wrycjoskis, to ask Rose to send away 
for the information. As I climbed the 
last rise, she came racing to meet 
me, her fair hair blowing in the spring 
wind. Watching her flying form, I 
was amazed again at how a great 
giant of a man like Mr. Wrycjoski 
could have such a beautiful daughter. 

Out of sight of the house—and her 
father—Rose threw herself in my 
arms. But with the troubles I had on 
my mind, Rose’s devotion seemed out 
of place that day. 

“Rose, I've come to ask you the 
most important thing in my life, some- 
thing I'd never ask any other girl—” 

“Stanley!” Rose’s eyes were soft. 
“Oh, darling, I've been hoping you 
would! After all, I’m past sixteen now, 
and Mother was only fifteen when 
she was married.” 

“It's worse than that, Rose,” I said 
desperately, and I explained to her 
about the pumpkins. Rose rallied 


loyally. She would write immediately, 
she'd never tell a living soul, and 
we'd meet in two weeks for the an- 
swer. 

“Rosie!” Mr. Wrycjoski’s great bulk 
towered above the hill. “Bring Stan- 
ley in. What you standing fluttering 
there for?’ 

“Papa,” said Rose, “I wish you 
wouldn't call me Rosie.” 

“Rosie, Rosie—what’s the differ- 
ence?” Mr. Wrycjoski said, pulling at 
the ends of his great red mustaches. 
“You're acting awful funny every time 
he comes around.” 

“I hate ‘Rosie.’ It makes me feel 
fat!” 

“What’s wrong with being fat? 
Makes you sleep good at night. Like 
me. I sleep sound as a lamb. Look at 
him there—he’s so thin, he don’t look 
healthy to me.” 

“That’s because I’m an author now, 
Mr. Rickjawski,” I explained. “Doing 
well, too.” 

Rose’s father looked sad. “Kid, how 
many times I tell you that’s not the 
way to say my name? Say her slow. 
Rrr-jaw-ow-w-ski. What's the mat- 
ter—can't you speak English?” 

“Papa!” wailed Rose. “Leave Stanley 
alone!” 

Mr. Wrycjoski went away, mutter 
ing. “Papa, Papa! Rose, Rosie! Au 
thors! The world! What’s she coming 
OF ss 

A fortnight later, Rose met me 
halfway between our respective farms 
From the rapturous look on her face, 
I thought out troubles were over. 
Trembling with relief, I took the let 
ter she carried. It said: 

Dear Miss Wrycjoski: I am en- 
closing herewith an article entitled 
How to Grow Prize Pumpkins. It is 
the only material we have on the sub- 
ject as it applies to your part of the 
country. We hope it will help you 

Sincerely yours, 
S.W. Bee, Editor 
The Happy Homesteader. 

Enclosed with the letter was a 
clipping of my article. 

“You see, Stanley darling,” Rose 
said, with shining eyes, “you're the 
only one smart enough to write an 
article about growing pumpkins in the 
bush country.” 

Father took the news badly. He was 
being ribbed everywhere he went; 
and now he was fiercely determined 
to regain the neighbors’ respect by 
beating Cramer in front of all comers. 

“If I can’t grow a pumpkin bigger 
than his, we might as well hitch up 
and pull out of this valley, Nellie,” 
he kept telling my mother, till she 
was on the verge of tears. “Mean- 
while,” my father said to me, “no 
more writing.” 
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“But, Father, I’ve just about fin- 
ished Rosita of the Seven Seas.” 

“You've just about finished me, 
Stanley,” said my father. “Now, look, 
son, how much money have you 
earned for a whole winter’s writing?” 

“Dad, I just got started—” 

“How 
father. 

“Ten dollars.” 

“All right, you get that much for a 
coyote skin. Come on, we'll try out 
MacDuff. Can’t keep him in the barn 


forever.” 


much money?” asked my 


Even Mother saw it was no use 
my protesting. She told me to help 
Father as much as I could, especially 
with whatever he had in mind about 
the pumpkins. 

We took MacDuff out of the barn 
and yoked him to the stoneboat. Dad 
ordered me to dig a load of the best 
rotted cow manure we had. Mean- 
while, he made a screen and staked 
off a patch of shady ground next to 
the pasture bush. Anxiously, we 
watched MacDuff lay his shoulders 
to that load of manure, for my father 
was still suspicious that Cramer had 
pulled a fast one on him somewhere. 

Without faltering, MacDuff shoved 
his big head around as if he were 
goring an imaginary dog, and the big 
stoneboat slid forward—something no 
single one of our other oxen could 
have done. 

“Well, I'll be emancipated!” said 
my father, more suspicious than ever. 

Dad’s plan was to plant one bed 
of pumpkins next to the house, where 
the slope was dry and open, and an- 
other next to the pasture bush, where 
it was shady and low. Into both 
patches of ground we sifted a foot of 
manure and covered it with screened 
soil. We must have prepared half an 
acre for pumpkins alone that day. 

Father planted on the first morn- 
ing of the new moon, throwing a 
couple of seeds over his shoulder for 
luck. (This advice had been deleted 
from my article in The Happy Home- 
steader. ) 

“If one patch doesn’t fare, the 
other should,” said my father. “And 
the minute a pumpkin gets any size, 
we'll feed it daily on sugar and water, 
like they used to do in Kansas.” 

This finished, we let MacDuff out 
to pasture with the other oxen, but 
a few mornings later he was nowhere 
to be seen. Father and I searched 
high and low for him and at last we 
found him—at Cramer’s. 

“Guess he got lonesome for home,” 
said Jay Cramer, his eyes shiny with 
amusement. “He’s right intelligent that 
way. Or maybe he’s scairt you’re gon- 
na feed him on prize pumpkins, Sam!” 

My father knew then why he had 


got the ox for five dollars less, and he 
was doubly mad at Cramer for out- 
smarting him. 

“He’s a fence-breaker. There isn’t 
a fence in Alberta could hold him in, 
Stanley!” my father said bitterly. “All 
right, muleheaded beast—out of the 
barn youll not budge till all the 
work’s done!” 

Now the long sweet days were on 
us, and we worked hard to get the 
crop in early. Each evening we un- 
harnessed the oxen and let all but 
MacDuff out to graze. Each morning, 
I fetched them from the greening 
pasture, while Dad spent the time over 
his pumpkin patches, pulling a weed 
here and there, sprinkling the first 
green spearheads with soft brown 
slough water, worrying about cut- 
worms, 

By mid-June, when it never really 
got dark at night, we had the crop 
seeded—the earliest ever. But now 
this was scant comfort to Dad, for the 
pumpkins near the house were doing 
as they’d always done—poorly; they 
looked stunted, and the edges of 
their leaves were white, as if frost 
had nipped them. 

Those by the pasture bush, on the 
other hand, were running to enormous 
vines, long as a man’s arms already. 
“I don’t recollect them ever being 
that long that early in Kansas,” my 
father said dubiously. “Each leaf’s as 
big as a dinner plate!” 

Meanwhile, he had given me orders 
to fix a good heavy poke for MacDuff; 
we couldn't afford to keep him in 
the barn all summer. Likewise, it fell 
my lot to build a corral around the far 
pumpkin patch just in case. Cramer 
was boasting about his vines already; 
and, to make matters worse, he was 
telling everyone how he'd got rid of 
a bothersome ox to my father. We 
tried to keep this talk from Father’s 
ears as much as possible. 

Day after perfect day, a hot, strong 
sun beat down on the still, dark-green 
bushland. Wild pea vine grew waist 
high; it tripped a man to walk in it. 
And overnight, almost, the awaited 
miracle happened: big, orange blos- 
soms appeared on the sprawling, jag- 
ged pumpkin vines by the west fence. 
Father took hope. Never had we had 
blossoms that early before! 

It was too good to last. 

In mid-July, my two kid brothers, 
picking the first ripe saskatoons in the 
pasture, saw a sight that sent them 
racing to the house. MacDuff, still 
with the poke around his neck, had 
leaped the west fence, then the log 
corral I had built around the pump- 
kins, and there he was—switching dog 
flies with his tail and tramping the 
vines underfoot, or (Cont. on page 26) 
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THE BARGAIN OX 
(From page 25) pulling them out 
by the roots with great sidewise shakes 
of his head. 

When Father and I got to him, the 
pumpkin patch was a sickening mess 
of smashed vines and black dirt. 
“The brute’s possessed!” my father 
said, stricken. “He'll eat anything! 
I’ve seen an ox that would eat rhubarb 
leaves, I've seen a goat that ate tin 
cans—but I never knew anything to 
pass up growing wheat for a pumpkin 
patch.” He turned to me with the 
look of one who has seen his ap- 
proaching doom, but who must carry 
on till it strikes. “Put a heavier poke 
on him, Stanley—hobble him if you 
have to!” 

After the usual family prayers had 
been said that night, my father lifted 
his eyes to our rafters and in an 
awesome voice added an extra pe- 
tition. “Lord Almighty,” said Father, 
“T've tried not to be a sinner. I've 
tried to raise my family into good, 
honest, God-fearing people—and now 
one of them’s an author. Lord, I have 
always prayed that Your will be done, 
not mine. Lord, I can’t ask You to 
send a hailstorm on the neighbors’ 
good growing crops, but I am asking 
You to send it on mine. It’s all I see 
left, Lord. I've been hinting to that 
dirty little sidewinder of a Cramer 
—You know what kind of an ox he 
palmed off on me, Lord—that I’ve 
got a mystery patch of pumpkins that 
would beat anything he ever grew. 
Now, Lord, look at me. Surely, if 
You see fit to wipe me out by hail, 
the neighbors will know I’ve had no 
chance to grow a decent pumpkin. 
And surely by next year they'll forget. 
Amen.” 

The prayer ended, Father turned 
to me. Even the kids were quiet for a 
change. “Stanley, since we're going 
to get hailed out, we'll need any 
extra money we can earn between 
now and the harvest. I saw Wry- 
putski—or whatever his name _ is—in 
town the other day, and he was 
asking if youd like to clear land 
with him for a dollar a day. You can 
start tomorrow. Bub and Ed can give 
me all the help I'll need at home 
now.” 

Mr. Wrycjoski had twelve acres 
of poplar bush he wanted cleared 
that summer. The way we started in 
to work, I was wondering if he aimed 
at clearing it in a single day. We 
slashed the saplings and small wil- 
lows first; on top of the green piles 
we laid the fire-blackened logs and 
windfalls. Where the logs had lain, 
millions of red ants marched, carrying 
their big white eggs to new shelter. 
We used a team (Cont. on page 28) 





by LYNN ALEXANDER 


2088 So. Winona Court, Denver, Colo. 


Wuew! THOSE WARM SUMMER DAYS 
are quickly catching up with us 
again! But with them comes a very 
special topic this month. Yep, you 
guessed it—modesty! 

For some reason, lots of folks— 
adults and teens alike—seem to con- 
sider summer as an adequate ex- 
cuse to return to nature. And unless 
we want to adopt a fig leaf as our 
national emblem, the time has come 
,;to put in a word of protest! On the 
beaches, in the homes, in our schools 
—yes, and even in our Churches— 
apparel is being worn that scarcely 
can be considered to cover the sub- 
ject. And what is worse, the fashion 
stylists are becoming more extreme 
each year. It’s not just the girls who 
are following the trend, either. The 
fellows are rapidly keeping pace. 

Several teens in the neighborhood 
were discussing the subject of sum- 


mer clothes recently and one of 
them asked “Well, golly, what’s the 
matter with being comfortable?” 


That’s like asking “Why not touch 
the fire to keep warm?” or “Why not 
dive into the deepest water to keep 
cool?” Being comfortable is impor- 
tant to our well-being, of course. But 
like anything else, it can be over- 
done. 

Is it comfort, actually, that we are 


seeking when we _ wear strapless 
gowns and bathing suits, scanty 
shorts, and plunging _ necklines? 


Honesty would demand a negative 
answer. The bone reinforcements 
and stiff wiring in the garment, for 
the purpose of keeping it in place, 
are anything but comfortable! With 
the strapless dresses and_ bathing 
suits, the constant necessity for 
checking to see that the costume 
hasn't slipped embarrassingly is a 

















continuous process. The same can be 


said for tiny halters and skimpy 
shorts. 
No, teens, there is little comfort 


involved in the immodest apparel 
mentioned. What those who wear it 
are seeking is bluntly obvious. They 
are calling attention to the various 
parts of their body which are ex- 
posed or are dangerously near ex- 
posure. Their rationalization for cast- 
ing aside any semblance of modesty 
seeks refuge in the words “comfort” 
and “fashion.” But the purpose is 
there ... the intention... and no 
matter how much rationalization, the 
effects of their immodesty are there 
too! 

What's so important about an old- 
fashioned word like “modesty”? 
Simply this... modesty is one of the 
firmest footholds on virtue. While it’s 
possible that an immodest guy or gal 
can remain virtuous, thus preserving 
chastity, the odds are against it. Why? 
Well, that strapless bathing suit or 
flimsy halter is an open invitation to 
those who are looking for someone 
lacking in the virtues. As Fielding 
once said, “Thy modesty’s a candle 
to thy merit.” It’s true. What you 
wear is a walking advertisement of 
what you are! While it’s true that 
advertising is sometimes misleading, 
the burden of proof will fall upon 
you to prove that you don't live up 
to your outward appearance! 

Father John A. O’Brien in his fine 
article “Strategy in Courtship” writ- 
ten for teens, says “Of all the senses, 
the eye is the one which presents 
perhaps the greatest danger. Custody 
of this sense is most important. It is not 
so much what one sees, but what one 
looks at, that matters: the following 
up of the visual stimulus with atten- 


tion and eagerness, and with a direc- 

tion of thought, is what kindles the 

emotions and leads to a lustful act.” 

In “Introduction To A Devout Life” 
St. Francis de Sales puts the thought 
in yet another way. “Certainly chas- 
tity may be lost as many. 
there are kinds of immodesty and 
wantonness; so that according as 
they are great or little, some weaken 
it, others wound it, and others des- 
troy it entirely.” 

Any person—teen or adult—who 
follows the so-called popular trend 
of scanty apparel is issuing an un- 
mistakeable invitation to tempting 
others. And in turn, of course, they 
too are subject to temptation. Once 
having issued the invitation with bare 
midriffs and insufficient clothing, they 
are putting themselves on the spot by 
having to ward off unwanted at- 
tempts to prey upon their morals. 

Let’s face it, kids-we can be com- 
fortable and modest. One of the 
strongest movements back toward 
modesty is being waged by a teen 
group. It’s the $.D.S.—Supply the 
Demand for the Supply. Originated, 
I believe, by students in Chicago, 
this drive has assumed national 
prominence and has spread to other 
cities like Dallas and St. Louis. The 
S.D.S. has protested to dress manu- 
facturers about the growing trend of 
bareness—and in return, several of 
the leading apparel manufacturers 
have stressed a return to modesty 
with style shows and S.D.S. cata- 
logues. Top newspapers have fea- 
tured the designs of our Catholic 
S.D.S. teens. Radio and _ television 
stations have donated time both to 
the style shows and to panel dis- 
cussions of why the youth of our 
nation should actively work toward 
the return of this important phase of 
modern apparel. 

What constitutes immodest ap- 
parel? Well, here are a few of the 
taboos: 

1. Strapless dresses and bathing suits. 

2. Midriff and off-the-shoulder 
halters. 

8. Skimpy shorts—shorts worn inap- 
propriately such as downtown, on 
dates, (other than a date to play 
tennis, etc.), to public places 
where there is no good reason to 
wear them. 

4. Jeans that are too small and too 
tight. (The fellows are the worst 

(Continued on page 28) 
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TEEN TOPICS 
(From page 27) 
offenders here—and _ especially 
the trend toward wearing the 
jeans below the hips!) 
5. Sheer nylon blouses and dresses 
with insufficient undergarments. 
6. Plunging necklines—and the halt- 
er-type dress with ill-fitting bod- 
ice. 

Even at Mass many of us are not 
as careful about our modesty as we 
should be. Sun dresses, sheer nylon 
blouses, and bare legs are definitely 
out of place in the Lord’s house! 
Sheer nylon shorts with no under- 
shirt equally violate modesty on a 
boy’s part. 

The time has come, teens, to make 
your voice known. Whether it is 
through S.D.S. or a similar society of 
your own, your voice in this all- 
important matter is powerful. What 
you want and buy in the way of 
wearing apparel greatly determines 
what will be manufactured. You're 
top buyers and the apparel industry 
knows it! So, don’t wait, make this 
a Mary’s summer in your community 
by pledging your modesty to Our 


Lady! t 





THE BARGAIN OX 

(Fom page 26) of horses to pull 
most of the stumps, likewise to pull 
over the larger poplars. When we 
came to an especially tough tree on 
which the horses couldn't be used 
(in case the wooden eveners broke), 
Mr. Wrycjoski swung on the leaning 
side and I chopped madly at the 
roots, and the tree always fell. I gave 
full credit to Rose’s father. 

After a week of this, I was too tired 
even to talk to Rose when we got to 
the house at night. Rose got so mad 
at her dad that she insisted on bring- 
ing me out lunches, forenoon and 
afternoon, which caused Mr. Wrycjo- 
ski to roll his eyes in despair. 

As the fierce August sun wilted 
even the thin, shaded grasses, and 
the perspiration rolled off our 
backs, I began to scan the sky hope- 
fully through the opening in the 
forest. 

Finally Mr. Wrycjoski asked me, 
“What you looking for, kid? Hawks?” 

“Hail,” I answered. “Sure seems 
like hail weather.” 

Mr. Wrycjoski dropped his ax and 
nervously scrutinized the sky line. 
He had four hundred acres of wheat 
coloring on the hills. 

In the sulphury heat of the after- 
noons, my hopes rose each time 
thunderheads looped about the sky 
line. It was ideal hail weather, but 
each evening a cool breeze stirred 


28- Che Lamp - Hat act May BE 








the bushland, and the heat clouds 
cleared away. 

Mr. Wrycjoski got so nervous over 
my talk about hail that he couldn't 
sleep at night. He confided to Rose 
that he was sure now there was 
something queer about me; he sus- 
pected I was actually hoping it would 
hail. Rose, in tears, told him to quit 
picking on me. And, I think, by the 
time the harvest weather came, Mr. 
Wrycjoski was beginning to doubt 
his own sanity. 

The first week in September, Ed 
and Bub went back to school, and 
my father grimly oiled the binder. 
Grimly, we hitched up the oxen, my 
father shortening MacDuff’s traces so 
he would have to pull more than any 
of the others. The ox had got so used 
to the poke on his neck that even 
when it was off, he didn’t straighten 
up his head like the others. 

“He looks like a sneaking burro!” 
my father said bitterly. 

We had the fairest stand of wheat 
in the valley, but Father's heart was 
a thing of ashes. The pumpkins by 
the house were little bigger than 
tobacco cans. We had never gone 
near the west patch again, and the 
pigweed grew rankly against the 
logs. 

“The disgrace of this can follow us 
to the grave, Stanley,” my father said. 

He climbed up on the binder seat, 
whacked MacDuff with the whip, 
and yelled “Giddup!” The oxen 
started plodding round the field. I 
followed, throwing the first bundles 
out of the way of the back swath. 

Suddenly I heard the binder stop— 
over by the old pumpkin corral. 
I saw my father climb down. A min- 
ute later, he stood up on the rails of 
the corral, waving his arms wildly. 
“Stanley! Stanley!” 

I had never heard that shrieky 
note in my father’s voice before, and 
I was afraid his mind had snapped. 

“Stanley,” my father said in a quiet 
voice when I ran up, gasping. “It’s 
here—the biggest pumpkin you ever 
laid eyes on! Now I know what’s the 
trouble in this country. When you 
plant in the shade, all the growth 
goes to the pumpkin leaves instead 
of to the fruit. That brute of an ox 
smashed up the leaves on this plant, 
but one blossom escaped—and all the 
nourishment went to this one pump- 
kin.” 


I looked doubtfully over the fence, 
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and my own heart nearly stopped. 
There, standing out among half a 
dozen smaller pumpkins in the patch 
round and_ perfect, and already 
yellowing amid its few leaves—was a 
pumpkin so big I doubted if we'd 
get it in a washtub. 

“Don't say a word, Stanley,” said 
my father, “and keep this brute of 
an ox in the barn till that’s ripe.” He 
climbed up on the binder. “I'll show 
Mr. Cramer what kind of pumpkins 
he’s got. Giddup, my bully boys— 
whoa!” 

Father climbed off the binder 
again, slapped the surprised Mac- 
Duff affectionately on the rump, 
hitched his traces so he had the 
easiest load of all the oxen, and 
climbed proudly up on the binder 
once more. 

It was October, with smoky haze 
lying over the brooding valley. The 
woods were a smear of color, and 
grouse whirred out of the ditches 
along the roads. It was perfect weath- 
er for the fair, with the unforgettable 
gladness of autumn in the air. 

Everybody in the valley was at 
the fair that day, and everybody 
lingered longest at the giant golden 
pumpkin sitting on display at the end 
table. The judging was over, and the 
judges had unanimously declared 
that the pumpkin exhibited by Sam- 
uel J. Harrison was “the largest and 
most magnificent specimen yet grown 
in Wild Brier Valley.” 

Perched alongside the pumpkin 
was my father, dressed in his best 
clothes, talking away casually about 
everything in general—except pump- 
kins. 

Outside, my brothers had joined a 
crowd of boys trying to flood out a 
ground squirrel. 

Rose and I had walked to the post 
office, which was deserted for a 
change, to get the mail; and now we 
came up to the display table, walking 
slowly, holding hands. Everyone was 
looking at us and whispering. I re- 
member Rose was sure mighty pretty 
that day. 

Jay Cramer, his face a poor attempt 
at good sportsmanship, was finally 
bringing himself around to congratu- 
late Father. 

“Oh, it wasn’t anything special, 
Jay,” said Father, in his most off- 
handed manner. “I brought this one 
because it was the best-looking of 
the bunch than anything else.” 

Jay wet his lips, unable to tear his 
gaze from that pumpkin. “Sam—the 
seed of that could introduce a new 
breed of pumpkins to the West. You 
aiming to sell some?” 

The ox-trading look came into my 
father’s eyes. (Cont. on page 30) 




















Mostly for Women 
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Summer Is Icumen In... 
OR SO I'VE BEEN INFORMED. That 
means nice, long hikes through the 
woods ... berrypicking parties where 
most of the berries come home in- 
side the children. Weiner roasts and 
beach picnics and clambakes galore 
... ukulele music and really sandy 
sandwiches. All these outings gener- 
ating memories to bring out and 
savor in the chilly house-bound 
winter...as nostalgic as driftwood 
smoke . . . as sweet as berry wine. 


Pass the Salt, Genevieve 

Picnic season is upon us all of a 
sudden, and sometimes it’s nice to 
try a few new fillings for sandwiches, 
or to rediscover old ones. We got 
stuck in a rut full of tuna-salad 
sandwiches last summer and _ had 
them every time we went on a 
picnic, which was about once a 
week. The time I had to tote back 
home seven slightly used  sand- 
wiches, spurned by all, I decided 
maybe variety was in order, and 
tried some of the following fillings 
with great success: 


Mash leftover Boston baked beans onto 
wheat bread. Cover lightly with cat- 
sup. Top with second slice. 

Yut up green onion tops, carrots and 
bits of radish into small curd cottage 
cheese. Mayonnaise to taste. Salt and 
pepper. This is good on wheat or white 
bread. 

Mash a hard-cooked egg into some liver- 
wurst (braunschweiger). Mayonnaise 
and mustard to taste. Good on rye. 

Cut a purple onion into thin slices. 
Spread it with catsup. Place slices 
between pieces of commercial corn- 
meal bread. 

Cut cold lamb in good-sized slices. 
Spread with a mixture of mayonnaise 
and horseradish. Salt and pepper to 
taste. Good on whole-wheat bread, or 
white. 

Friday Special! Thin cream cheese with 
a little canned milk. Add a pinch of 
salt—very little. Spread pumpernickle 
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or brown bread with a very thin layer 
of tart jelly. Spread other slice with 
cream cheese mixture. Introduce them 
to each other. This is really fine on 
fresh raisin bread. Omit the jelly if 
you wish. 


In most instances, I spread the 
mayonnaise or mustard etc, on the 
filling of the sandwish, if it is some- 
thing solid like onions or meat. I’ve 
noticed that if you spread the bread 
instead (that rhymes!) it gets aw- 
fully soggy, but if you spread the 
filling, the bread stays pretty dry 
and firm, and nice for feeding to 
pigeons in case the sandwiches don’t 
go over. 

e oO oO 

NOTHING SOUNDS quite so tinny as 
somebody blowing his own horn. 
Every so often I catch myself doing 
it and recoil with horror. My little 
girl, with the penetrating observa- 
tion of the very young, fixed my 
wagon for me the other day, and I 
won't feel good for a long time to 
come, I imagine. At least not Goody- 
good. 

A woman friend and I were having 
coffee and a chat, when the con- 
versation ambled around to good 
works. She is a pillar of the church, 
a cornerstone of the community and 
a past-president of the Watch My 
Smoke Society. Her dishes are done 
by seven in the morning. She whisks 
through her chores with the speed 
of sound and spends her idle mo- 
ments till lunch polishing the ceiling 
with a toothbrush, Then she has the 
whole afternoon free to devote to 
charitable enterprises like knitting 
for orphans and drinking coffee with 
people like me, whose dishes are 
still sitting on the drainboard in gluey 


splendor. 
She was regaling me with her 
latest endeavor... collecting funds 


for the Home For Unwed Ostriches, 
and I began to feel useless indeed. 
So I picked up my megaphone and 






began to announce my own virtues: 
how I'd spent one whole day before 
Thanksgiving (and was so busy, my 
dear) getting together clothes for 
the Koreans, and how I always 
respond generously to every charit- 
able collection and never steal from 
the blind or kick old ladies, if I 
can help it. I'm so generous and so 
kindhearted and so...and so just 
about that time my little girl spoke 
up. She'd been listening wide-eyed 
to all this and she looked amazed. 
No doubt it was rather hard for her 
to believe I had so many hidden 
virtues. “Oh Mommy,” she said in a 
very sweet tone, “you think you're 
so nice, don’t you?” 

Just call me Nancy the Pharisee. 


NEARLY SPOILED my whole outlook on 
life the other day by leafing through 
a women’s magazine and stopping at 
the Beauty section. 


Assess Yourself for Summer! 


it challenged in loud capitals, and 
beneath were sub-headings and 
questions to help you do it. 


FIRST...it said, “Take a_ long, 
honest look at yourself in a full- 
length mirror. Are you the girl your 
husband married?” 

We don't have a full-length mir- 
ror. The largest mirror, I decided, is 
the one over our parlor organ, so I 
climbed up on the old, round organ 
stool, teetering dangerously, and 
took a long, honest look at my knees, 
which were all that seemed to be 
reflected. This would never do. 
However, I found that by bending 
my head down to waist height and 
peering upward, I could get a fairly 
clear, if slightly tilted view of my 
defects. The view was not reassur- 
ing. I was just checking off the worst 
things, when the stool flew out 
from under me. 

“Why are you sitting on the 
organ?” asked my husband, over the 
top of his newspaper. 

“Am I the girl you married?” I 
begged earnestly. 

“Sure. Say, did you notice any 
specials on sparkplugs downtown?” 

I sighed. Sometimes I don’t think 
he hears me. He went back to his 
paper and I went back to assessing 
myself. 


SECOND ... said the article, “Try to 
remember what (Cont. on page 30) 
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MOSTLY FOR WOMEN 
(From page 29) you weighed when 
you were married. We'll bet you've 
put on a pound a year,” it chortled. 
Alas! Sad but true! 

“Now,” it continued, “compare this 
with your husband’s weight. If he’s 
a normal, hard-working young fellow, 
he probably weighs about what he 
did when you married, or maybe 
less.” 

“Frank,” I said sadly. 

“Huh?” 

“What did you weigh in 1948?” 

“How do I know? Say, Honey, is 
there anything to eat in the icebox? 
I want a bite of something before I 
go out to work on the car.” 

“Oh, there’s some chocolate pie 
and maybe a little hunk of the liver- 
wurst left,” I said. He might as well 
go out to the kitchen I thought, for 
he obviously wasn’t paying any atten- 
tion to me. Matter of fact, 1] was a 
little hungry myself. Maybe Id join 
him... 

EXTRA SNACKS, said the article, 
“may be the cause of those extra 
pounds. And they won't look too nice 
in a bathing suit this summer. Reme- 
dy your overweight before it’s too 
late. Many a man,” it said slyly, “is 
ashamed to be seen with his wife 
on the beach.” 

Frank appeared in the doorway 
with a huge, delicious sandwich in 
his hand. “Want some of this, honey?” 
he asked diabolically. 

“NO!” I shouted, keeping my eyes 
on the page. 

“Well, you don't have to bite my 
head off.” 

I decided to find out the truth. 

“Frank,” I said wistfully, “are you 
ashamed to be seen on the beach 
with me?” 

“NOW LISTEN” he roared, “I 
SAID Id take you to the beach as 
soon as I got the sparkplugs fixed, 
I said so last week. You don’t have 
to NAG me about it. Am I ashamed 
to be seen on the beach....” and 
he went off to the garage, muttering. 

I was dejected. Not only was I fat, 
homely and unfashionable for summer, 
I had incurred The Wrath as well. 
Oh, Woe! Just about that time my 
little boy came in and discovered me. 
He threw himself into my lap. “I love 
you!” he said, “you're so_ pretty!” 
And he obviously meant it, too! 
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Maybe life was worth living after 
Gin«« 

I went out to the kitchen and 
called my husband. He came in, and 
we buried the hatchet in the choco- 
late pie. t 





THE BARGAIN OX 

(From page 28) “Maybe I will at that, 
Jay,” he said casually. “You drop over 
and see me toward spring.” 

Taking Rose’s hand, I edged 
toward Father. He tilted Rose’s head 
up and laughed the good, gay laugh 
of a man at peace with his neighbors. 
“Ah, Rosie, Rosie, Rosie! How are 
you today?” 

“Sure is pretty, isn’t she Dad?” 
I said. 

“Sure is, son—” My father’s voice 
broke off. He was staring down the 
hall. 

I looked and saw my mother com- 
ing, all dressed up in the long ruffled 
dress she’d ordered in the spring. She 
had on her white straw hat and 
her best gloves, and the way she was 
walking up the hall, nodding and 
smiling to clusters of new neighbor 
women on both sides—suddenly she 
looked to me like a queen. 

My father slid off the table and 
fumbled with his tie. “Excuse me, 
son,” he said. “I just seen somebody 
I haven’t seen since we were married 
away down in Kansas a long time 
ago.” 

I turned back to Rose. There was 
softness in her eyes. And there was 
the big harvest dance afterward. The 
night was ours. 

It was no time for me to be showing 
Father the latest copy of The Happy 
Homesteader which, on page three, 
had another article by Stanley Harri- 
son, entitled: How to Grow Prize- 
winning Wheat. Tt 


THE BISHOP SPEAKS TO 
CONGRESS 

(From page 10) good bishop; it was 
one of the many consolations of his 
priesthood. But most cherished of all 
were the consoling words from Pope 
Gregory XVI in 1831. “It gives us 
great concern,” wrote the Pope, “that 
so small a number of laborers are to 
be found in so large a harvest, and the 
more on this account that the diffi- 
culty of the times makes it impractic- 
able for us to relieve that necessity. 
But we have this consolation, that so 
able a pastor as you are, who can 
supply the place of many, has been by 
Divine Providence appointed to the 
charge of that flock... .” 

But not all shared a similar regard 
for the bishop. The editor of a Lu- 
theran publication denounced him as 
“the willing vassal of the proudest and 
most voluptuous potentate on earth 
(The Pope, of course) ... a man 
decked out in the costly trappings and 
rich and extravagant vestments of 
priestly pride.” But the denunciation 
was even stronger:“... an Irishman of 
not very ancient importation, a legate 
ot His Holiness at Rome, a man of 
whose talents the Romanists are as- 
tonishingly proud, and whose praise 
is constantly in their mouths, but 
whose plethoric habit of body, and 
broad, full, ruddy face, furnish abun- 
ant manifestations that the animal 
nature preponderates immensely over 
the intellectual; this bishop who arro- 
gantly signs himself with a cross or 
dagger, John, Bishop of Charles- 
town. ..” 

But Bishop England did not fear 
such antagonism. With zeal and love 
for eighteen years after the famous 
talk in Congress the great prelate con- 
tinued his work for souls, attacked by 
his enemies, praised by his friends. 
He was not daunted by the poverty 
of his diocese, the fewness of his 
clergy and laity, the vastness of his 
territory. He loved souls and he loved 
the Church and to both he consecrated 
all the energies of his body and the 
talents of his soul. Perhaps the finest 
summary of his character has come 
from the pen of his biographer: “His 
apostolic zeal, saintly life, exalted 
character, profound learning and 
matchless eloquence, made him a 
model for Catholics and an ornament 
of the hierarchy.” 
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by John Patrick Gillese 








MENU — Crime... 
A Famous Sidewalk Song... 
Outdoor Odds 
CRIME ON THE INCREASE—Some years 
ago, American prison officials took a 
survey to find out what caused peo- 
ple to steal. Here was the analysis: 


Among Women 


Living beyond means .... 31.3% 
Accumulation of debts . 26.9 
Dependents 11.7 
Mentally irresponsible .. 9.0 
Gambling 6.4 
Men associates 6.4 
Sickness in family ..... 3.2 
Criminal character, etc. 2.1 
Among Men 
Gambling and drinking 18.7% 
Living beyond means 17.8 
Accumulation of debts ... 17.3 
Bad Business management 14.8 
Women associates 11.6 
Speculation nes 9.7 
Sickness in family 5.9 
Criminal character, etc. 4.2 


The analysis is very interesting. It 
proves, for one thing, that few people 
actually steal because of a basically 
bad moral nature. The crime begins 
in what at the time must appear to be 
harmless little things—buying luxuries 
you can’t afford, desiring to get rich 
quickly, taking a couple of pay 
cheques to the race track, picking up 
with bad companions. But look where 
it ends. Stealing, today, has almost 
become a_ business occupation—an- 
other way to make a living! 

Thus, recently, I saw where bank 
robbers in San Francisco employed 
“walkie-talkies” during operations. 
Vancouver’s underworld, openly de- 
fying the police, pulled off a record 
of bank holdups in a month—for 
awhile, an average of more than one 
a day. And that kind of stealing ap- 
pears more or less respectable com- 
pared to some. 

Not long ago, for example, the 
city of Toronto was accused of paying 


out $47,613 “for parties, services 
and official receptions (to visitors) in 
a downtown hotel.” The money was 
quite well concealed in statements— 
because those responsible knew they 
were using taxpayers’ money without 
the taxpayers’ consent or approval. 

On a more personalized _ basis, 
scarcely a week passes without some 
government employee (usually a little 
one) committing suicide because he 
has been caught tampering with 
public money. A_ short time ago, 
eleven persons (four of them com- 
pany employees) combined to 
swindle the Fry-Cadbury Company 
out of $150,000 worth of cocoa beans 
and cocoa butter. Ask any confec- 
tionery store owner how many girls 
he can get who will be content with 
just helping themselves to free cigar- 
ettes—in one cafe, the “girls” organ- 
ized a system, so that one “lifted” 
cigarettes for all, the waitresses over- 
charged on meals (and later erased) 
and the cashier short-changed the 
men! 

In the guise of business, we have 
contractors combining to “make a 
killing” oa construction projects; me- 
chanics told to “mark up” triple the 
time they actually spent on a custo- 
mer’s car—etc., etc., ete. 

Not a bit of this is exaggerated. 
Indeed, many businessmen them- 
selves expect “to be taken” in turn— 
and many will not close deals until 
they determine what the other guy’s 
getting out of it! A favorite device 
now for persuading a firm to buy 
your product is to “make a deal” with 
the purchasing manager—give him 
anywhere from $100 to $1000, just to 
be sure your product is sold. Govern- 
ments are rife with such illicit deal- 
ings, with a generous kickback going 
to the civil servant who pleads the 
cause of your product or services 
before his departmental heads. 

We should be shocked by this 
state of affairs-much more so than 






by bank-robbing gunmen, who at 
least risk life and freedom openly for 
their loot. But are we? I don’t think 
so. 

I suggest somebody start a cru- 
sade to plaster billboards and office 
walls, in fact all places of public 
business, with a large slogan that 
reads: 


THOU SHALT NOT STEAL 


OUTDOOR ODDS AND ENDS—This spring, 
if you lose a screwnail from your 
fishing reel, screw in a piece of soft 
lead (sinkers) into the gap. It will 
do nicely till you get the screw re- 
placed...In the high mountain 
ranges, most grizzly bears are only 
now coming out of hibernation... . 
Fish filleted “fresh out of the water” 
taste much better than if left and 
cleaned later....If you get out of 
the city on short jaunts at all, now is 
the time to mark flats and hillsides 
of white berry bloom—good berry- 
picking there in another month or 
six weeks! 


SIDEWALK sONG—An American song 
that has been called “the most popu- 
lar in the world”’—outranking even 
the nostalgic Home Sweet Home— 
was written in half-an-hour in a 
haberdashery in New York. It brought 
its composer overnight fame and life- 
long tragedy; and today few New 
Yorkers even remember the one-time 
idol who made their sidewalks the 
most famous in the world. 

It’s sixty years ago now since Jim 
Blake, a young Irishman, was grow- 
ing up in the region of New York’s 
East 18th Street. He was a tenement 
boy, good-looking, popular. His 
friends were other of the New York 
Irish kids. One of them, a cute colleen 
named Mamie O’Rourke, taught him 
how to do the waltz—not in the fash- 
ionable back parlor, because the 
tenements were too crowded for 
dancing, but on the old wooden side- 
walks, among the fruit carts and past 
the store windows. 

“Jamie” Blake had ambition and 
managed to open his own small haber- 
dashery. One day a friend walked 
into the hat shop, humming a tune. 
Knowing Blake had the old Irish gift 
of song, he asked him if he could 
compose suitable words for the air 
he was lilting. 

Thinking only that the “piece” 
would be some- (Cont. on page 32) 
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& | (From page 31) thing to entertain the 
6 | “kids” he knew, Jim Blake readily 


nee PE TITION y complied. It took actually less than 


> | half an hour—in between keeping an 
4 | eye on the store—for him to scribble 


% | the chorus and verses of his beloved 
ad THANKSGIVING Q sidewalks and the kids he knew, in- 
& | cluding the blackhaired colleen who 


® | taught him to dance. 


& East side, west side, all around the 


2 town, 
2 The tots sing “Ring-around-Rosy” 
& —“London Bridge is falling 
2 down!” 
Boys and girls together me and 


Mamie O'Rourke 
To honor your favorite Patron 
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Tripped the light fantastic on the 
sidewalks of New York! 


The song spread like wildfire 
around New York. But neither Blake 
nor his friend realized the gold mine 
it was to become, for they sold their 
rights to it for $5,000—a staggering 
amount to the young Irishman. In a 
year, everyone in America and Eng- 
land was singing The Sidewalks of 
New York. 

Fame and opportunity descended 
on Blake. The New York Herald- 
Tribune said of the composer: “The 
song has made Jim Blake the idol 
of New Yorkers—whose city he has 
immortalized. He has but to ask, and 
he has it....” 

Blake, still unable to credit his 
success, found his Sidewalks of New 
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Finder of Lost Things Frequent Communion York had indeed opened a magic 

” key. He began taking tips, making 
: 3 4 investments, and became compara- 

St. Joseph Ste winn tively wealthy, highly popular, always 
Employment and Good Death Happy Marriage sought after. That he was never able 


to repeat his success, even moderate- 
ly, bothered him: he felt that for 
one moment he had reached into his 
Celtic past and, somehow, produced 
a rare creation, and his hope was 
that somehow he could bring back 
that magic. 

Then tragedy struck. The stock- 
market crash took his entire holdings. 
He was evicted from his flat, and 
many a night he tramped his be- 
loved old sidewalks hungry, penni- 
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4 Spee he eae wuets Ham Boonen less, looking for a bite to eat, a place 
} to sleep. The city, having its own 
% THE INFANT OF PRAGUE BI. Martin de Porres a the idol and he faded 
| Finances Good Health 5 | into o oscurity. “ ; , 

So | ; He died in 1935, still penniless, 
% more forgotten even than the old- 
0 o88 ae time stars of silent films. His funeral 
$ Large Vigil Lights are $1 .00 each 2 | was poor. But one newsman, intrigued 


by the nostalgia of Blake’s story, 
noticed that New York kids with 
skipping ropes were tripping about 
the streets, humming, as people prob- 
ably will while the language endures, 
the unforgettable Sidewalks of New 
York. t 
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Every day poor discouraged friendless men 
come to St. Christopher's Inn hungry, footsore, 
and weary. We do what we can to take care 
of their needs and help them back on their 
feet. Last year we sheltered over 5,000 dif- 
ferent men at St. Christopher's Inn and served 
them over 150,000 meals. At present, with 
our newly completed addition, St. Christo- 
pher’s Inn can house 200 men. 

Your Meal Bond will enable us to continue 
this good work. 

Each Meal Bond entitles you to a remem- 
brance in the prayers and good works of the 





Graymoor Friars and of the men who come to 
us for aid. In addition, for each Meal Bond 
donated, the Friars will arrange a set of 
Gregorian Masses to be said either for you 
after you die, or for someone else after he or 
she dies, or immediately for someone who is 
already deceased. This set of Gregorian 
Masses is our thanks to you for helping us in 
performing the Corporal Works of Mercy. 

If you would like to know more about 
St. Christopher's Inn, what it is, how it began 
and what it does, we will be only too glad 
to send you a brochure. 


Send bond subscriptions to the Father General, Graymoor, Garrison, New York 





WELCOME TO THE NEW 


CarTHouic Famity Book CLUB 


Now you can be sure that your family 
will regularly read the kind of books 
that bring special delight and inspira- 
tion to every Catholic Books of 
fiction and non-fiction that are not only 
enjoyable but enlightening and whole- 
some as well .. . in handsome 
volumes you will be proud 

to own. 
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literature selected 
work wonders 
unhealthy 
assail us 
day; enri the whclesome 
atmosphere of your home. 


OF THESE INSPIRING 


00 
NEW CATHOLIC BOOKS Yoew's for Only ‘29> 


if you join now and buy as few as three additional selections during the year 


to accept ANY THREE of the 
books on this page for only 
ship in the new Catholic Family Book Club. 


ES, on this introductory offer you are invited 
ne TT wonderful 
$2.00 with member- 





We make this generous offer simply to demon- 
strate how this brand new book club brings you 
the finest, the most enjoyable, and inspiring new 
books — at remarkable savings. Books with special 
importance and meaning for Catholics. Books every 
member of your family can enjoy and profit by 
reading. Books that comfort your spirit in these 
troubled times . . . deepen your faith in the great 
Catholic heritage that is yours. 


Outstanding Approved Books—at a 
Substantial Saving 


To provide you with this type of reading — at a 
substantial saving — the Catholic Family Book 
Club has just been formed. Each month its editors 
carefully select one or more important new books 
of unusual interest to all Catholics. Sometimes the 
Club Selection will be a combination or ‘‘Omni- 
bus’’ volume containing two complete books, p/ws 
long condensations of two or more other books — 
ALL printed in one handsomely-bound large volume. 


OMNIBUS VOLUME—Contains in full Father John 
S. Kennedy's LIGHT ON THE MOUNTAIN, and 
DON CAMILLO’S DILEMMA, plus two shorter stor- 
5 SMALL MIRACLE, by Paul Gallico, and 

SAS NN, by Myles Connolly. This 
material would cost nearly $10 in publishers’ editions 


THE WORLD'S FIRST LOVE, by Bishop Fulton J 
Sheen—The beautiful story of the Mother of God 
written with eloquence and deep understanding by 
one of the greatest writers of our time. Bishop Sheen 
portrays love, arriage, sorrow, joy in his life of 
the Blessed Virgin. (Publisher's edition $3.50) 


LATE HAVE | LOVED THEE, by Ethel Mannin—The 
deeply moving story of a man’s redemption . in 
which brilliant but cynical author, scion a 
titled English family, is converted to the Catholic 
faith and becomes a much-beloved priest in a tiny 
Irish parish. (Publisher's edition $3.50) 


How You Can Enjoy the Most Interesting and Worthwhile 
Catholic Books — at Remarkable Savings 


Sometimes there will be one book so outstanding 
that it will be printed in a volume by itself. 

As a member, you pay the remarkably low 
price of only $2.00 for each selection, postage pre 
paid—even though the volume contains material 
which could cost you as much as $10.00 in the 
original publisher's editions. There are no other 
fees or membership dues, and you receive advance 
notice of all coming selections. You need only 
take three additional s during the next year anc 
may cancel your membership any time after that. 


Join Now — SEND NO MONEY 


So that you may judge for yourself how truly worth 
while these books are, we will send you any THREE 
of those shown on this page for free examination 
Unless you are convinced that they will delight every 
member of your family you may return all three 
books within ten days, pay nothing, and forget the 
entire matter. Mail the coupon now—WITHOUT 
MONEY. Then judge for yourself how much deep 
down satisfaction and pleasure membership will 
bring you and your family. Mail the coupon 
promptly to: CATHOLIC FAMILY BOOK CLUB, 
Dept. TL-6, Garden City, New York. 


PIUS XII, PACELLI: POPE OF PEACE, 
Halecki and James F. Murray, Jr. The most authori- 
tative work on the great spiritual leader of the 
Church. Tells the complete story of Pius XII, the 
Pope of Peace, and of the role of the Vatican in 
world affairs from 1914 to the present. New, en- 
larged. Includes policies and activities of the Vati- 
can through June 1954, (Publisher's edition $4.50). 


by Oscar 


BERNADETTE AND LOURDES, by Michael de Saint- 
Pierre—The inspiring story of the beloved Saint and 
her celebrated shrine at Lourdes. Includes details of 
the great events at Lourdes, the spiritual and physi- 

healin bac ound of some of 
the outstending miracles. (Publisher's edition $3.50). 


STOP, LOOK, AND LIVE, by James Keller—A story 

and a message of faith for each day in the year. 

Brings new significance to your workaday life. A 

Christopher book by the author of Three Minutes 
ay and You Can Change The World. 


This Coupon SAVES You Up to $17 
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1 CATHOLIC FAMILY BOOK CLUB 
Dept. TL-6, Garden City, N. Y. 

Please send me AT ONCE the THREE books 

checked below with a bill for only $2.00. If I 

| am not delighted with all three volumes, I may 
return them within 10 days, pay nothing, owe 
nothing. Otherwise you will enroll me as 
member and send me advance notice of comin: 
selections. I may reject any vclume and need 
take only three additional volumes during the 
yi the special membership price of only 
$2.00 each, postage paid, regardless of their 
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